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PEE FACE. 
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HE experiences recorded in this volume are 
the result of four summer cruises among 
the islands of the Pacific. 
The simple and natural life of the islander beguiles 
me ; I am at home with him ; all the rites of savage- 
dom find a responsive echo in my heart ; it is as thougli 
I recollected something long forgotten ; it is like a 
dream dimly remembered, and at last realized ; it 
must be that the untamed spirit of some aboriginal 
ancestor quickens my blood. 

I have sought to reproduce the atmosphere of a 
people who are wonderfully imaginative and emotional ; 
they nourish the first symptoms of an affinity, and revel 
in the freshness of an aflPection as brief and blissful as a 
honeymoon^ 



Ti PREFACE, 

With them " love is enough," and it is not necessarily 
one with the sexual passion : their life is sensuous and 
picturesque, and is incapable of a true interpretation 
unless viewed from their own standpoint. 

To them our civilization is a cross, the blessed pro- 
mises of which are scarcely sufficient to compensate for 
the pain of bearing it, and they are inclined to look 
upon our backslidings with a spirit of profound for- 
bearance. 

Among them no laws are valid save Nature's own^ 
but they abide faithfully by these. 

His lordship's threadbare New Zealander sitting upon 
a crumbling arch of London Bridge, recently restored, 
and finding too late that he had forestalled his mission, 
would know my feelings as I offer this plea for his 
tribe ; and any one who instinctively lags in the march 
of progress, and marks the decay of nature ; any one to 
whom the highly educated grasshopper is a burden, 
must feee that my case is critical. 

Yet in imagination I may, at the shortest notice, 
return to the seagirt arena of my adventures, and 
restore my unregenerated soul. 

Limited flagons cannot stay me, neither will small 
apples comfort me ; I have eaten of the tree of life, my 
spirit is full-fledged, and when I take wing I feel the 
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earth sinking beneath me ; the mountains crumble, the 
clouds crouch under me, the waters rise and flow out to 
the horizon ; across my breast the sunbeams brrfsh, 
leaving half their gold behind them ; seas upon seas 
fill up the hollow of the universe ; I soar into eternity, 
blue wastes below me, blue wastes above me. Tlie stars 
only to mark the upper strata of space. 

Day after day I wing my tireless flight, and the past 
is forgotten in the radiance of the dawning future. 

Land at last I A green islet sails within the compass 
of my vision : land at last ! Crumbs of earth, frag- 
ments of paradise, litter the broad sea like strewn leaves. 
A myriad reefs and shoals wreathe the blue hemi- 
sphere ; the moan of surfs rises like a grand anthem, 
the fragrance of tropic bowers ascends like incense ; I 
pause in my giddy flight, and sink into the bosom of 
the dusk. 

Sunset transfigures the earth ; the woods are rosy 
with glowing bars of light ; long shadows float upon 
the waves like weeds ; gardens of sea grass rock for 
ever between daylight and darkness, tinted with change- 
ful lights. 

I know the songs of those distant lands ; there have I 
sought and found unbroken rest ; again I return to you> 
my beloved South, and after many days of storm and 
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shine, I touch upon your glimmering shores, flushed 
with the renewal of my passionate love for you. 

Again I dive beneath your coral caves ; again I 
thread the sunless depths of your unfading forests ; and 
there, finally, I hope to fold my drooping wings, where 
the flowers breathe heavily and fountains tinkle within 
the solitude of your moonlit ivory chambers. 

Oh, literary death, where is thy sting, while this happy 
hunting-ground awaits me I 

In the singularly expressive tongue of my barbarian 
brother, 

Aloha oe ! Love to you ! 
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THE COCOA-TREE. 

CAST on the water by a careless hand, 
Day after day the winds persuaded me i 
Onward I drifted till a coral tree 
Stayed me among its branches, where the sand 
Gathered about me, and I slowly grew. 
Fed by the constant sun and the inconstant dew. 

The sea-birds build their nests against my root, 

And eye my slender body's homy case, 

"Widowed within this solitary place ; 
Into the thankless sea I cast my fruit ; 

Joyless I thrive, for no man may partake 

Of all the store I bear and harvest for his sake. 

No more I heed the kisses of the mom; 

The harsh winds rob me of the life they gave ; 

I watch my tattered shadow in the wave, 
And hourly droop and nod my crest forlorn, 

"While all my fibres stiffen and grow numb 

Beck'ning the tardy ships, the shi^JS that never come 
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IN THE CRADLE OF THE DEEP. 

ORTY days in the great desert of the sea, 
— forty nights camped under cloud cano- 
pies, with the salt dust of the waves drift- 
ing over us. Sometimes a Bedouin sail 
flashed for an hour upon the distant horizon, and then 
faded, and we were alone again ; sometimes the west, 
at sunset, looked like a city with towers, and we bore 
down upon its glorified walls, seeking a haven ; but 
a cold grey morning dispelled the illusion, and our 
hearts sank back into the illimitable sea, breathing a 
long prayer for deliverance. 

Once a green oasis blossomed before us, — s, garden 
in perfect bloom, girded about with creaming waves ; 
within its coral cincture pendulous boughs trailed in 
the glassy waters ; from its hidden bowers spiced airs 
stole down upon us ; above all the triumphant palm- 
trees clashed their melodious branches like a chorus 
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with cymbals ; yet from the very gates of this paradise 
a changeful current swept us onward, and the happy 
isle was buried in night and dist8.nce. 

In many volumes of adventure I had read of sea 
perils : I was at last to learn the full interpretation of 
their picturesque horrors. Our little craft, the " Petrel," 
had buffeted the boisterous ^^ves for five long weeks. 
Fortunately, the bulk of her cargo was edible : we 
feared neither famine nor thirst. Moreover, in spite of 
the continuous gale that swept us out of our reckoning, 
the " Petrel " was in excellent condition, and, as far as we 
could judge, we had no reason to lose confidence in her. 
It was the grey weather that tried our patience and 
found us wanting ; it was the unparalleled pitching of 
the ninety-ton schooner that disheartened and almost 
dismembered us. And then it was wasting time at sea. 
Why were we not long before at our journey's end? 
Why were we not threading the vales of some savage 
island, and reaping our rich reward of ferns and shells 
and gorgeous butterflies ? 

The sea rang its monotonous changes, — ^fair weather 
and foul, days like death itself, followed by days full of 
the revelations of new life, but mostly days of deadly 
dulness, when the sea was as unpoetical as an eternity 
of cold suds and blueing. 

I cannot always understand the logical fitness of 
things, or, rather, I am at a loss to know why some 
thino-s in life are so unfit and illogical. Of course, in 
our darkest hour, when we were gathered in the con- 
fines of the " Petrel's " diminutive cabin, it was our duty 
to sing psalms of hope and cheer, but we didn't. It 
was a time for mutual encouragement : very few of us 
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were self-sustaining, and what was to be gained by our 
combining in unanimous despair ? 

Our weather-beaten skipper, — a thing of day that 
seemed utterly incapable of any expression whatever, 
save in the slight facial contortion consequent to the 
mechanical movement of his lower jaw, — the skipper 
sat, with barometer in hand, eyeing the fatal finger that 
pointed to our doom; the rest of us were lashed to the 
legs of the centre-table, glad of any object to fix our 
eyes upon, and nervously awaiting a turn in the state 
of affairs, that was then by no means encouraging. 

I happened to remember that there were some sealed 
letters to be read from time to time on the passage out, 
and it occurred to me that one of the times had come — 
perhaps the last and only — wherein I might break the 
remaining seals, and receive a sort of parting visit from 
the fortunate friends on shore. 

I opened one letter and read these prophetic lines : 
" Dear child," — she was twice my age, and privileged 
to make a pet of me, — " Dear child, I have a presenti- 
ment that we shall never meet again in the flesh." 

The poor girl's knowledge of past times was almost 
too much for me. I shuddered where I sat, overcome 
with remorse. It was enough that I had turned my 
back on her and sought consolation in the treache rous 
bosom of the ocean ; that, having failed to find the 
spring of immortal life in human affection, I had packed 
up and emigrated, content to fly the ills I had in search 
of change; but that parting shot, below the water-line as 
it were, — ^that was more than I asked for, and something 
more than I could stomach. I returned to watch with 
the rest of our little company, who dung about the 
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table with a pitiful sense of momentary security, and an 
expression of pathetic condolence on every countenance, 
as though each was sitting out the last hours of the 
others. 

Our particular bane that night was a crusty old sea- 
dog whose memory of wrecks and marine disasters of 
every conceivable nature was as complete as an encyclo- 
paedia. This " old man of the sea " spun his tempestuous 
yam with fascinating composure, and the whole com- 
pany was awed into silence with the haggard realism of 
his narrative. The cabin must have been air-tight, it 
was as close as possible, yet we heard the shrieking of 
the wind as it tore through the rigging, and the long 
hiss of the waves rushing past us with lightning speed. 
Sometimes an avalanche of foam buried us for a 
moment, and the " Petrel " trembled like a living thing 
stricken with sudden fear ; we seemed to be hanging on 
the crust of a great bubble that was, sooner or later, 
certain to burst, and let us drop into its vast black 
chasm, where, in Cimmerian darkness, we should be 
entombed for ever. 

The scenic effect, as I then considered, was unneces- 
sarily vivid ; as I now recall it, it seems to me strictly 
in keeping and thoroughly dramatic. At any rate, you 
might have told us a dreadful story with almost fatal 
success. 

I had still one letter left, one bearing this suggestive 
legend : " To be read in the saddest hour." Now, if 
there is a sadder hour in all time than the hour of hope- 
less and friendless death, I care not to know of it. I 
broke the seal of my letter, feeling that something 
charitable and cheering would give me strength. A few 
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dried leaves were stored within it. The faint fragrance 

of summer bowers reassnred me : somewhere in the 

blank world of waters there was land, and there Nature 

was kind and fruitful ; out over the fearful delnge^ this 

leaf was borne to ine in the return of the invisible dove 

my heart had sent forth in its extremity. A song was 

written therein, perhaps a song of triumph. I could 

now silence the clamorous tongue of our sea-monster, 

. ^ who was glutting us with tales of horror, for a jubilee 

* was at hand, and here was the first note «f its trumpets. 

I read : — 

'^ Beyond the parting and the meeting, 
I shall be soon; 
Beyond the farewell and the greeting, 
Beyond the pulse's f ever^beating, 
I shall be soon." 

1 paused. A night black with croaking ravens, brood- 
ing over a slimy hulk, through whose warped timbers 
the sea oozed, — ^that was the sort of picture that rose 
before me. I looked further for a crumb of comfort i — 

<< Beyond the gathering and the strewing, 

I shall be soon ; 
Beyond the ebbing and the flowing. 
Beyond the coming and the going, 

I shall be soon." 

A tide of ice-water seemed rippling up and down my 
spinal column ; the marrow congealed within my bones. 
But I recovered. When a man has supped full of 
horror and there is no immediate climax, he can collect 
himself and be comparatively brave. A reaction restored 
my souL 

2 
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Onoe more the melancholy chronicler of the ill-fated 
" Petrel " resumed his lugubrious narrative. I resolved 
to listen, while the skipper eyed the barometer, and we 
all rocked back and forth in search of the centre of 
gravity, looking like a troupe of mechanical blockheads 
nodding in idiotic unison. All this time the little 
craft drifted helplessly, " hove to " in the teeth of the 
gale. 

The sea^-dog's yam was something like this : He once 
knew a lonesome man who floated about in a water- 
logged hulk for three months ; who saw all his comrades 
starve and die, one after another, and at last kept watch 
alone, craving and beseeching death. It was the 
staunch French brig " Mouette," bound south into the 
equatorial seas. She had seen rough weather from the 
first : day after day the winds increased, and finally a 
cyclone burst upon her with insupportable fury. The 
brig was thrown upon her beam-ends, and began to fill 
rapidly. With much difficulty her masts were cut away, 
she righted, and lay in the trough of the sea rolling like 
a log. Gradually the gale subsided, but the hull of the 
brig was swept continually by the tremendous swell, and 
the men were driven into the foretop cross-trees, where 
they rigged a tent for shelter, and gathered what few 
stores were left them from the wreck. A dozen wretched 
souls lay in their stormy nest for three whole days in 
silence and despair. By this time their scanty stores 
were exhausted, and not a drop of water remained ; then 
their tongues were loosened, and they railed at the 
Almighty. Some wept like children, some cursed their 
fate. One man alone was speechless — a Spaniard, 
with a wicked light in his eye, and a repulsive man- 
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ner that had made trouble in the. forecastle more than 
onoe. 

When hunger had driven them nearly to madness 
they were fed in an almost miraculous manner. Several 
enormous sharks had been swimming about the brig for 
some hours, and the hungry sailors were planning various 
projects for the capture of them. Tough as a shark is, 
they would willingly have risked life for a few raw 
mouthfuls of the same. Somehow, though the sea was 
still and the wind light, the brig gave a sudden lurch and 
dipped up one of the monsters, who was quite secure in 
the shallow aquarium between the gunwales. He was 
soon despatched, and divided equally among the crew. 
Some ate a little, and reserved the rest for another day; 
some ate till they were sick, and had little left for the 
next meal. The Spaniard with the evil eye greedily 
devoured his portion, and then grew moody again, re- 
fusing to speak with the others, who were striving to be 
cheerful, though it was sad enough work. 

When the food was all gone save a few mouthfuls 
that one meagre eater had hoarded to the last, the 
Spaniard resolved to secure a morsel at the risk of his 
life. It had been a point of honour with the men to 
observe sacredly the right of ownership, and any breach 
of confidence would have been considered unpardonable 
At night, when the watch was sleeping, the Spaniard 
cautiously removed the last mouthful of shark hidden in 
the pocket of his mate, but was immediately detected 
and accused of theft. He at once grew desperate, 
struck at the poor wretch whom he had robbed, missed 
his blow, and fell headlong from the narrow platform in 
the foretop, and was lost in the sea. It was the first 
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scene in the mournful tragedy about to be enacted oh 
that limited stage. 

There was less disturbance after the disappearance of 
the Spaniard. The spirits of the doomed sailors seemed 
broken ; in fact, the captain was the only one whose 
courage was noteworthy, and it was his indomitable will 
that ultimately saved him4 

One by one the minds of the miserable men gave 
way ; they became peevish oi* delirious, and then died 
horribly. Two^ who had been mates for many voyages 
in the seas north and south, vanished mysteriously in 
the night ^ no one could tell whei'e they went or in 
what mannei*, though they seemed to have gone to- 
gethel*. 

Somehow thede famishing sailoi's seemed to feel as- 
sured that their captain would be saved \ they were as 
confident of their own doomj and to him they entrusted 
a thousand messages of love. They would lie around 
him,-^for few of tfiem had sti*ength to assume a sitting 
J)Ostu^e,-*^and reveal to him the stoty of their lives. It 
was most pitiful to hear the confedsioiis of these dying 
men. One said: " I wi*onged my friend; I was unkind 
to this one 6t to that one 5 I deserve the heaviest 
punishment God can inflict upon me"; and then he 
paused, ovel'come with emotion* But another took up 
the refrain : " I could have done much good, but I would 
not, and now it is too late.'* And a third cried out in 
his despair, " I have committed unpardonable sins, and 
there is no hope fof me. Lord Jesus^ have mercy ! " 
The youngest of these perishing souls was a mere lad ; 
he, too, accused himself bitterly. He began his story at 
the beginning, and continued it from time to time as the 
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spirit of revelation moved him; scarcely an incident, 
however insignificant, escaped him in his pitiless retro- 
spect. the keen agony of that boy's recital I more 
cruel than hunger or thirst, and in comparison with 
which physical torture would have seemed merciful and 
any death a blessing. 

While the luckless *^ Mouette" drifted aimlessly about, 
driven slowly onward by varying winds under a cheer- 
less sky, sickness visited them. Some were stricken 
with scurvy ; some had lost the use of their limbs and 
lay helpless, moaning and weeping hour after hour; 
vermin devoured them ; and when their garments were 
removed, and cleansed in the salt water, there was 
scarcely sunshine enough to dry them before night, and 
they were put on again, damp, stiffened with salt, and 
shrunken so as to cripple the wearers, who were all 
blistered and covered with boils. The nights were bitterly 
cold : sometimes the icy moon looked down upon them ; 
sometimes the bosom of an electric cloud burst over 
them, and they were enveloped for a moment in a sheet 
of fliune. Sharks lingered about them, waiting to feed 
upon the unhappy ones who fell into the sea overcome 
with physical exhaustion, or who cast themselves from 
that dizzy scafibld, unable longer to endure the horrors 
of lingering death. Flocks of sea-fowl hovered over 
them ; the hull of the " Mouette " was crusted with bama^ 
des ; long skeins of sea-grass knotted themselves in her 
gaping seams ; myriads of fish darted in and out among 
flie clinging weeds, sporting gleefully ; schools of por- 
poises leaped about them, lashing the sea into foam ; 
sometimes a whale blew his long breath close under 
them. Everywhere was the stir of jubilant life, — every- 
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where but under the tattered awning stretched in the 
foretop of the " Mouette." 

Days and weeks dragged on. When the captain 
would waken from his sleep, — ^which was not always at 
night, however, for the nights were miserably cold and 
sleepless, — ^when he wakened he would call the roll. 
Perhaps some one made no answer ; then he would 
reach forth and touch the speechless body and find it 
dead. He had not strength now to bury the corpses in 
the sea's sepulchre ; he had not strength even to par- 
take of the unholy feast of the inanimate flesh. He 
lay there in the midst of pestilence ; and at night, 
under the merciful veil of darkness, the fowls of the air 
gathered about him and bore away their trophy of cor- 
ruption. 

By-and-by there were but two left of all that suffer- 
ing crew, — ^ihe captain and the boy, — ^and these two 
dung together like ghosts, defying mortality. They 
strove to be patient and hopeful : if they could not eat, 
they could drink, for the nights were dewy, and some- 
times a mist covered them, a mist so dense it seemed 
almost to drip from the rags that poorly sheltered them. 
A cord was attached to the shrouds, the end of it care- 
fully laid in the mouth of a bottle slung in the rigging. 
Down the thin cord slid occasional drops ; one by 
one they stole into the bottle, and by morning there 
was a spoonful of water to moisten those parched lips, 
— sweet, crj^stal drops, more blessed than tears, for 
they are salt ; more precious than pearls. A thou- 
sand prayers of gratitude seemed hardly to quiet the 
souls of the lingering ones for that great charity of 
Heaven. 
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There came a day when the hearts of God's angels 
must have bled for the suffering ones. The breeze was 
fresh and fair; the sea tossed gaily its foam-crested 
waves ; sea-birds soared in wider circles ; and the 
clouds shook out their fleecy folds, through which the 
sunlight streamed in grateful warmth. The two ghosts 
were talking, as ever, of home, of earth, of land. Land, 
— ^land anywhere, so that it were solid and broad. 0, 
to pace again a whole league without turning ! 0, to 
pause in the shadow of some living tree I To drink of 
some stream whose waters flowed continually ; flowed, 
though you drank of them with the awful thirst of one 
who had been denied water for weeks and weeks and 
weeks, for three whole months, — an eterniiy, as it 
seemed to them. 

Then they pictured life as it might be if God per- 
mitted them to return to earth once more. They would 
pace K Street at noon, and revisit that capital res- 
taurant where many a time they had feasted, though in 
those days they were unknown to one another; they 
would call for coffee, and this dish and that dish, and a 
whole bill of fare, the thought of which made their 
feverish palates grow moist again. They would meet 
friends whom they had never loved as they now loved 
them; they would reconcile old feuds and forgive every- 
body everything ; they held imaginary conversations, 
and found life very beautiful and greatly to be desired; 
and somehow they would get back to the little caf^ and 
there begin eating again, and with a relish that brought 
the savoury tastes and smells vividly before them, and 
their lips would move and the impalpable morsels roll 
sweetly over their tongues. 
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It had become a second nature to scour the horizon 
with jealous eyes; never for a moment during their long 
martyrdom had their covetous eyes fixed upon a station- 
ary object. But it came at last. Out of a doud a sail 
burst like a flickering flame. What an age it was 
a-coming I how it budded and blossomed like a glorious 
white flower, that was transformed suddenly into a bark 
bearing down upon them I Almost within hail it stayed 
its course ; the canvas fluttered in the wind; the dark 
hull slowly rose and fefl upon the water; figures moved 
to and fro, — ^men, living and breathing men I Then the 
ghosts staggered to their feet and cried to God for 
mercy. Then they waved their arms, and beat their 
breasts, and lifted up their imploring voices, beseeching 
deliverance out of that horrible bondage. Tears coursed 
down their hollow cheeks, their limbs quaked, their 
breath failed them; they sank back in despair, speechless 
and forsaken. 

Why did they faint in the hour of deliverance when 
that narrow chasm was all that separated them from 
renewed life ? Because the bark spread out her great 
white wings and soared away, hearing not the faint 
voices, seeing not the thin shadows that haunted that 
drifting wreck. The forsaken ones looked out from 
their eyrie, and watched the lessening sail until sight 
failed ^em; and then the lad, with one wild cry, leaped 
toward the fleeting bark, and was swallowed up in the 

sea. 

Alone in a wilderness of waters. Alone, without 
compass or rudder, borne on by relentless winds into 
the lonesome, dreary, shoreless ocean of despair, within 
whose blank and forbidding sphere no voyager ventures; 
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across whose desolate waste dawn sends no signal and 
night brings no reprieve; but whose sun is cold, and 
whose moon is douded^ and whose stars withdraw into 
spaoe, and where the insufferable silence of vacancy shall 
not be broken for all time. 

O pitiless Nature I thy irrevocable laws argue sore 
sacrifice in the waste places of God's universe I 

The " Petrel " gave a tremendous lurch, that sent two or 
three of us into ihe lee comers of the cabin; a sea broke 
over us, bursting in the companion-hatch, and half filling 
our small and insecure retreat. The swinging lamp was 
thrown from its socket and extinguished; we were enve- 
loped in pitch darkness, up to our knees in salt water. 
There was a moment of awful silence; we could not tell 
whether the light of day would ever visit us again ; we 
thought perhaps it wouldn't. But the " Petrel " rose 
once more upon the watery hill-tops, and shook herself 
free of the cumbrous deluge; and at that point, when 
she seemed to be riding more easily than usual, some 
one broke the silence: "Well, did the captain of the 
' Mouette ' live to tell the tale ?" 

Yes, he did. God sent a messenger into the lonesome 
deep, where the miserable man was found insensible, 
with his eyes wide open against the sunlight, and lips 
shrunken apart, — a hideous, eathing corpse. When 
he was lifted into the arms of the brave fellows who had 
gone to his rescue, he said, " Great God ! am I saved?" 
as though he couldn't believe it when it was true; then 
he fainted, and was nursed through a long delirium, 
and was at last restored to health and home and 
happiness. 

Our cabin boy managed to fish up the lamp, and after 
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a little we were illuminated ; the agile swab soon 
sponged out the cabin, and we resumed our tedious 
watch for dawn and fair weather. 

Somehow, my mind brooded over the solitary wreck 
that was drifting about the sea. I could fancy the 
rotten timbers of the " Mouette " clinging together, by 
a miracle, until the " Ancient Mariner " was taken away 
from her, and then, when she was alone again, with 
nothing whatever in sight but blank blue sea and blank 
blue sky, she lay for an hour or so, bearded with shaggy 
sea-moss and looking about a thousand years old. Sud- 
denly it occurred to her that her time had come, — that 
she had outlived her usefulness, and might as well go to 
pieces at once. So she yawned in all her timbers, and 
the sea reached up over her, and laid hold of her masts, 
and seemed to be slowly drawing her down into its 
bosom. There was not an audible sound, and scarcely a 
ripple upon the water; but when the waves had climbed 
into the foretop, there was a clamour of afirighted birds, 
and a myriad bubbles shot up to the surface, where a few 
waifs floated and whirled about for a moment. It was 
all that marked the spot where the "Mouette" went 
down to her eternal rest. 

" Ha, ha !" cried our skipper, with something almost 
like a change of expression on his mahogany counte- 
nance, " the barometer is rising I " and sure enough it 
was. In two hours the " Petrel " acted like a different 
craft entirely, and by-and-by came daybreak, and after 
that the sea went down, down, down into a deep, dead 
calm, when all the elements seemed to have gone to sleep 
after their furious warfare. Like half-drowned flies we 
crawled out of the close, ill-smelling cabin to dry our- 



IN THE CRADLE OF THE DEEP. 27 

selves in the sun: there^ on the steaming deck of the 
schooner, we found new life, and in the hope that dawned 
wiih it we grew lusty and joyful. 

Such a flat, oily sea as it was then I So transparent, 
that we saw great fish swimming about, full fathom five 
under us. A monstrous shark drifted lazily past, his 
dorsal fin now and then cutting the sur&ce like a knife 
and glistening like polished steel, his brace of pilot-fish 
darting hither and thither, striped like Uttle one-legged 
harlequins. 

Flat-headed gonies sat high on the water, piping their 
querulous note as they tugged at something edible, a 
dozen of them entering into tiie domestic difficulty : one 
after another would desert the cause, run a little way 
over the sea to get a good start, leap heavily into the 
air, sail about for a few minutes, and then drop back on 
the sea, feet-foremost, and skate for a yard or two, 
making a white mark and a pleasant sound as it slid 
over the water. 

The exquisite nautilus floated past us, with its gauzy 
sail set, looking like a thin slice out of a soap-bubble ; 
the strange anemone laid its pale, sensitive petals on the 
lips of the wave and panted in ecstasy ; the " Petrel " 
rocked softly, swinging her idle canvas in the sun ; we 
heard the click of the anchor-chain in the forecastle, the 
blessedest sea-sound I wot of ; a sailor sang while he 
hung in the ratlines and tarred down the salt-stained 
shrouds. The afternoon waned ; the man at the wheel 
struck two bells, — it was the delectable dog-watch. 
Down went the swarthy sun into his tent of clouds ; the 
waves were of amber ; the fervid sky was flushed ; it 
looked as though something splendid were about to 
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happen np there, and that it could hardly keep the 
secret tnnch longer. Then came the pnrplest twilight ; 
and then the sky blossomed all over with the biggest, 
ripest, goldenest stars, — snch stars as hang like fraits in 
son-fed orchards ; such stars as lay a track of fire in 
the sea ; snch stars as rise and set over mountains and 
beyond low green capes, like yoang moons, every one 
of them ; and I conjured np my spells of savage en- 
chantment, my blessed islands, my reefs baptized with 
silver spray ; I saw the broad fan-leaves of the banana 
droop in the motionless air, and throngh the tropical 
night the palms aspired heavenward, while I Uy dream- 
ing my sea-dream in the cradle of the deep. 





CHUMMING WITH A SAVAGE. 

PART L 

HEBE was a little bi*own rain-cloudy that 
blew over in about three minutes ; and 
Bolabola's thatched hut was dry as a hay- 
stack in less than half that time. Those 
tropical sprays are not much, anyhow ; so I lounged 
down into the banana-patch, for I thought I saw some- 
thing white there, something white and fluttering, 
moving about. I knew pret^ well what it was, and 
didn't go after it on an uncertainty. 

The Doctor looked savage. Whenever he slung those 
saddle-bags over his left shoulder, and swung his right 
arm dean out from his body, like the regulator of a 
steam engine, you might know that his steam was 
pretty well up. I turned to look back, as he was 
strapping up his beast of burden till the poor animal's 
body was positively waspish ; then he dimbed into his 
saddle, and sullenly plunged down the trail toward the 
precipice, and never said, " Good-bye," or " God bless 
you," or any of those harmless tags that come in so 
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well when you don't know how to cut off your last 
words. 

I positively assert, and this without malice, the Doctor 
was perfectly savage. 

Now, do you know what demoralized that Doctor? 
how we came to a misunderstanding ? or why we parted 
company ? It was simply because here was a glorious 
valley, inhabited by a mild, half-civilized people, who 
seemed to love me at first sight. I don't believe I dis- 
liked them, either. Well ! they asked me to stop with 
them, and I felt just like it. I wanted to stop and be 
natural ; but the Doctor thought otherwise of my in- 
tentions ; and that was the origin of the row. 

The next thing I knew, the Doctor had got up the 
great precipice, and I was quite alone with two hundred 
dusky fellows, only two of whom could speak a syllable 
of English, and I the sole representative of the superior 
white within twenty miles. Alone with cannibals, — 
perhaps they were cannibals. They had magnificent 
teeth, at any rate, and could bite through an inch and a 
half sugar-cane, and not break a jaw. 

For the first time that summer I began to moralize a 
little. Was it best to have kicked against the Doctor's 
judgment? Perhaps not I But it is best to be careful 
how you begin to moralize too early ; you deprive your- 
self of a great deal of fun in that way. If you want to 
do anything particularly, I should advise you to do it, 
and then be sufficiently sorry to make it all square. 

I'm not so sure that I was wrong, after all. Fate, or 
the Doctor, or something else, brought me first to this 
loveliest of valleys, so shut out from everything but 
itself that there were no temptations which might not 
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be satisfied. Weill here, as I was looking aboat at 
ibe singular loveliness of the place, — ^yon know this was 
my first glimpse of its abmpt walls, hong with tapestries 
of fern and clambering conyolynlus; at one end two 
exquisite waterfalls, riyalling one another in whiteness 
and airiness, at the other the sea, the real South Sea, 
breaking and foaming over a genuine reef, and even 
rippling the placid current of the river that slipped 
quietly down to its embracing tide from the deep basins 
at these waterfalls, — bright in the midst of all this, before 
I had been ten minutes in the valley, I saw a straw hat, 
bound with wreaths of fern and maUe ; under it a snow- 
white garment, rather short all around, low in the neck, 
and with no sleeves whatever. 

There was no sex to that garment; it was the spon- 
taneous ofispring of a scant material and a large neces- 
sity. I'd seen plenty of that sort of thing, but never 
upon a model like this^ so entirely tropical, — almost 
Oriental. As this singular phenomenon made directly 
for me, and, having come within reach, there stopped 
and stayed, I asked its name, using one of my seven 
stock phrases for the purpose; I found it was called 
K&na-an^. Down it went into my note-book; for I 
knew I was to have an experience with this young 
scion of a race of chiefs. Sure enough, I have had it. 
He continued to regard jne steadily, without embarrass- 
ment. He seated himself before me; I felt myself at 
the mercy of one whose calm analysis was questioning 
every motive of my soul. This sage inquirer was, 
perhaps, sixteen years of age. His eye was so earnest 
and so honest, I could return his look. I saw a round, 
fall, rather girlish face; lips ripe and expressive, not 
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^uite so sensual as those of most of his race; not a bad 
nose, by any means; eyes perfectly glorious, — regular 
almonds, — ^wiih the mythical lashes " that sweep,'' etc., 
etc. The smile which presently transfigured his face 
was of the nature that flatters you into submission 
against your will. 

Having weighed me in his balance, — and you may 
be sure his instincts didn't cheat him; they don't do 
that sort of thing, — ^he placed his two hands on my two 
knees, and declared, ^^ I was his best friend, as he was 
mine; I must come at once to his house, and there live 
always with him." What could I do but go? He 
pointed me to his lodge across the river, saying, " There 
was his home and mine." By this time, my native 
without a master was quite exhausted. I wonder what 
would have happened if some one hadn't come to my 
rescue, just at that moment of trial, with a fresh vocabu- 
lary? As it was, we settled the matter at once. This 
was our little plan, — an entirely private arrangement 
between Kdna^^nd and myself: I was to leave with the 
Doctor in an hour; but, at the expiration of a week we 
should both return hither; then I would stop with him, 
and the Doctor could go his way. 

There was an immense amount of secrecy, and many 
vows, and I was almost crying, when the Doctor hurried 
me up that terrible precipice, and we lost sight of the 
beautiful valley. Kan&-and swore he would watch con- 
tinually for my return, and I vowed Fd hurry back; 
and so we parted. Looking down from the heights, I 
thought I could distinguish his white garment; at any 
rate, I knew the little fellow was somewhere about, 
feeling as miserably as I felt, — ^and nobody has any^ 
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business to feel Worse. How many times I thought of 
him through the week I I was always wondering if he 
still thought of me. I had found those natives to be 
impulsiye, demonstrative, and, I feared, inconstant. Tet 
why should he forget me, having so little to remember 
in his idle life, while I could still think of him, and 
put aside a hundred pleasant memories for his sake? 
The whole island was a delight to me. I often won- 
dered if I should ever again behold such a series of 
valleys, hills, and highlands in so small a compass. 
That land is a world in miniature, the dearest spot of 
which, to me, was that secluded valley; for there was 
a young soul watching for my return. 

That was rather a slow week for mfe, but it ended 
finally; and just at sunset, on the day appointed, the 
Doctor and I found ourselves back on the edge of the 
valley. I looked all up and down its green expanse, 
regarding every living creature, in the hope of dis- 
covering K^na-an& in the attitude of the watcher. I 
let the Doctor ride ahead of me on the trail to Bola- 
bola's hut, and it was quite in the twilight when I 
heard the approach of a swift horseman. I turned, and 
at that moment there was a collision of two constitutions 
that were just fitted for one another; and all the doubts 
and apprehensions of the week just over were indig- 
uantiy dismissed, for Ei.na-and and I were one and 
inseparable, which was perfectiy satisfactory to both 
parties! 

The plot, which had been thickening all the week, 
colminated then, much to the disgust of the Doctor, 
who had kept his watchful eye upon me all these days — 
to my advantage, as he supposed. There was no dis- 

3 
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guising our project any longer, so I out with it as 
mildly as possible. " There was a dear fellow here," I 
said, "who loved me, and wanted me to live with him; 
all his people wanted me to stop, also; his mother and 
his grandmother had specially desired it. They didn't 
care for money; they had much love for me, and there- 
fore implored me to stay a little. Then the valley was 
most beautiful; I was tired; after our hard. riding, I 
needed rest; his mother and his grandmother assured 
me that I needed rest. Now, why not let me rest here 
awhile?" 

The Doctor looked very grave. I knew that he mis- 
understood me,— placed a wrong interpretation upon my 
motives ; the worse for him, I say. He tried to talk 
me over to the paths of virtue and propriety ; but I 
wouldn't be talked over. Then the final blast was blown ; 
war was declared at once. The Doctor never spoke 
again, but to abuse me ; and off he rode in high dud- 
geon, and the sun kept going down on his wrath. 
Thereupon I renounced all the follies of this world, 
actually hating civilization, and feeling entirely above 
the formalities of society. I resolved on the spot to be 
a barbarian, and, perhaps, dwell for ever and ever in this 
secluded spot. And here I am back to the beginning of 
this story, just after the shower at Bolabola's hut, as the 
Doctor rode off alone and in anger. 

Hat resolution was considerable for me to make. I 
found, by the time the Doctor was out of sight and I 
was quite alone, with the natives regarding me so curi- 
ously, that I was very tired indeed. So Kdna-ana 
brought up his horse, got me on to it in some way or 
other, and mounted behind me to pilot the animal and 
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sustain me in my first bareback act Over the sand we 
went, and through the river to his hut, where I was 
taken in, fed, and petted in every possible way, and 
finally put to bed, where K&nar-an& monopolized me, 
growling in true savage fashion if any one came near 
me. I didn't sleep much, after all. I think I must 
have been excited. I thought how strangely I was 
situated : alone in a wilderness, among barbarians ; my 
bosom friend, who was hugging me like a young bear, 
not able to speak one syllable of English, and I very 
shaky on a few bad phrases in his tongue. We two lay 
upon an enormous old-fashioned bed with high posts, — 
very high they seemed to me in the dim rushlight. The 
natives always bum a small light after dark ; some 
superstition or other prompts it. The bed, well stocked 
with pillows, or cushions, of various sizes, covered with 
bright-coloured chintz, was hung about with nume- 
rous shawls, so that I might be dreadfully modest behind 
them. It was quite a grand afl&.ir, gotten up expressly 
for my benefit. The rest of the house — all in one room, 
as usual — ^was covered with mats, on which various re- 
cumbent forms and several individual snores betrayed 
tJbe proximity of Kdna-^nA's relatives. How queer the 
whole atmosphere of the place was I The heavy beams 
of the house were of some rare wood, which, being 
polished, looked like colossal sticks of peanut candy. 
Slender canes were bound across this framework, and 
•the soft, dried grass of the meadows was braided over 
it,— all completing our tenement, and making it as fresh 
and sweet as new-mown hay. 

The natives have a passion for perfumes. Little 
bunches of sweet-smelling herbs hung in the peak of the 
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roof, and wreaths of fragrant berries were strung in 
yarions parts of the house. I found our bedposts fes- 
tooned with them in the morning. that bed ! It 
might have come from England ih the Elizabethan era 
and been wrecked oflF the coast ; hence the mystery of 
its presence. It was big enough for a Mormon. There 
was a little opening in the room opposite our bed ; you 
might call it a window, I suppose. The sun, shining 
through it, made our tent of shawls perfectly gorgeous 
in crimson light, barred and starred with gold. I lifted 
our bed-curtain, and watched the rocks through this 
window,— -the shining rocks, with the sea leaping above 
them in the sun. There were cocoa-palms so slender 
they seemed to cast no shadow, while their fringed leaves 
glistened like frost-work as the sun glanced over them. 
A bit of diff, also, remote and misty, running fer into 
the sea, was just visible from my pyramid of pillows. 
I wondered what more I could ask for to delight the 
eye. K&na-an& was still asleep, but he never let loose 
his hold on me, as though he feared his pale-&ced friend 
would fiuie away from him. He lay close by me. His 
sleek figure, supple and graceftd in repose, was the em- 
bodiment of free, untrammelled youth. Tou who are 
brought up under cover know nothing of its luxurious- 
ness. How I longed to take him over the sea with me, 
and show him something of life as we find it. Thinking 
upon it, I dropped off into one of those delicious morning 
naps. I awoke again presently; my companion-in-arms 
was the occasion this time. He had awakened, stolen 
softly away, resumed his single garment, — said garment 
and all others he considered superfluous after dark, — 
and had prepared for me, with his own hands, a break- 
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fiist, which he now declared to me^ in violent and sng- 
gestive pantomime^ was all ready to be eaten. It was 
not a bad bill of &re^ — afresh fish^ taro, poe, and goat's 
milk. I ate as well as I could, under the drcomstances. 
I found that Bobinson Cmsoe must have had some 
tedious rehearsals before he acquired that perfect resig- 
nation to Providence which delights us in book form. 
There was a veritable and most unexpected table-doth 
for me alone. I do not presume to question the nature 
of its miraculous appearance. Dishes there were, — 
dishes, if jou're not particular as to shape or complete- 
ness ; forks, with a prong or two, — a bent and abbre- 
viated prong or two ; knives that had survived their 
handles ; and one solitary spoon. All these were tributes 
of the too generous people, who, for the first time in 
their lives, were at the inconvenience of entertaining a 
distinguished stranger. Hence this reckless display of 
tableware. I ate as well as I could, but surely not 
enough to satisfy my crony; for, when I had finished 
eating, he sat abdut two hours in deep and depressing 
silence, at the expiration of which time he suddenly 
darted off on his bareback steed and was gone till dark, 
when he returned with a &t mutton slung over his 
animal. Now, mutton doesn't grow wild tiiereabout, 
neither were his relatives shepherds ; consequently, in 
eating, I asked no questions for conscience' sake. 

The series of entertainments offered me were such as 
the little valley had not known for years: canoe-rides up 
and down the winding stream ; bathings in the sea and 
in the river, and in every possible bit of water, at all 
possible hours ; expeditions into the recesses of the 
mountains, to the waterfalls that plunged* into cool 
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basins of fern and cresses, and to the orange groye 
through acres and acres of guava orchards ; some 
climbings up the precipices ; goat hunting, once or 
twice, as far as a solitary cavern, said to be haunted, — 
ihese tramps always by daylight ; then a new course of 
bathings and sailings, interspersed with monotonous 
singing and occasional smokes under the eaves of the 
hut at evening. 

K it is a question how long a man may withstand the 
seductions of nature, and the consolations and con- 
veniences of the state of nature, I have solved it in 
one case ; for I was as natural as possible in about 
three days. 

I wonder if I was growing to feel more at home, or 
more hungry, that I found an appetite at last equal to 
any table that was offered me 1 Chicken was added to 
my already bountiful rations, nicely cooked by being 
swathed in a broad, succulent leaf, and roasted or 
steeped in hot ashes. I ate it with my fingers, using 
the leaf for a platter. 

Almost every day something new was offered at the 
door for my edification. Now, a net fiiU of large guavas 
or mangoes, or a sack of leaves crammed with most de- 
licious oranges from the mountains, that seemed to have 
absorbed the very dew of heaven, they were so fresh 
and sweet. Immense lemons perfumed the house, wait^ 
ing to make me a capital drink. Those superb citrons, 
with their rough, golden crusts, refreshed me. Cocoa- 
nuts were heaped at the door ; and yams, grown miles 
away, were sent for, so that I might be satisfied. All 
these additions to my table were the result of long and 
vigorous arguments between the respective heads of the 
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house. I detected trouble and anxietj in their expres- 
sive &oes. I picked out a word,%ere and there, whictr 
betrayed their secret sorrow. No assertions, no remon- 
strances on my part, had the slightest effect upon the 
poor souls, who believed I was starving. Eat I must, 
at all hours and in all places ; and eat, moreover, before 
they would touch a mouthfoL So Nature teaches her 
children a hospitahty which all the arts of the capital 
cannot affect. 

I wonder what it was that finally made me restless 
and eager to see new fisices I Perhaps my unhappy (Cs- 
position, tbat urged me thither, and then lured me back 
to the pride of life and the glory of the world. Certain 
I am ihat Kdna-an& never wearied me with his atten- 
tions, though they were incessant. Day and night he 
was by me. When he was silent, I knew he was con- 
ceiving some surprise in the shape of a new fruit, or a 
new view to beguile me. I was, indeed, beguiled; I 
was groMdng to like the little heathen altogether too 
welL What should 1 do when I was at last compelled 
to return out of my seclusion, and find no soul so fsuth- 
fiil and loving in all the world beside ? Day by day this 
thought grew upon me, and with it I realized the neces- 
sity of a speedy departure. 

There were those in the world I could still remember 
with that exquisitely painful pleasure that is the secret of 
true love. Those still voices seemed incessantly calling 
me, and something in my heart answered them of its 
own accord. How strangely idle the days had grown ! 
We used to lie by the hour — K&na-anA and I — watching 
a strip of sand on which a wild poppy was nodding in 
the wind. This poppy seemed to me typical of their Hfe 
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in the quiet vafley. Living only to occupy > so much 
space in the universe, it buds, blossoms, goes to seed, 
dies, and is forgotten. 

These natives do not even distinguish the memory of 
their great dead, if they ever had any. It was the legend 
of some mythical god that K&na-an£ told me, and of 
which I could not understand a twentieth part; a god 
whose triumphs were adiieved in an age beyond the 
comprehension of the very people who are delivering its 
story, by word of mouth, from generation to generation. 
Watching the sea was a great source of amusement 
with us. I discovered in our long watches that there 
is a very complicated and magnificent rhythm in its 
solemn song. This wave that breaks upon ihe shore 
is the heaviest of a series that preceded it ; and these 
are greater and less, alternately, every fifteen or twenty 
minutes. Over this dual impulse the tides prevail, while 
through the year there is a variation in their rise and 
fall. What an intricate and wonderful mechanism regu- 
lates and repairs all this I 

There was ain entertainment in watching a particular 
diff, in a peculiar light, at a certain hour, and finding 
soon enough that change visited even that hidden quar- 
ter of the globe. The exquisite perfection of this mo- 
ment, for instance, is not again repeated on to-morrow, 
or the day after, but in its stead appears some new tint 
or picture, which, perhaps, does not satisfy like this. 
That was the most distressing disappointment that came 
upon us there. I used to spend half an hour in idly 
observing the splendid curtains of our bed swing in the 
light air from the sea ; and I have speculated for days 
upon the probable destiny awaiting one of those superb 
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spiders, with a tremendous stomach and a striped waist- 
coat, looking a centurj old, as he dung tenacionslj to 
the fringes of our canopy. 

We had fitfdl spells of conversation upon some trivial 
theme, after long intervals of intense silence. We began 
to develope symptoms of imbecffiiy. There was laughter 
at the least occurrence, though quite barren of humour; 
also, eating and drinking to pass the time; bathing to 
make one's self cool, after the heat and drowsiness of 
the day. So life flowed on in an unruffled current, and 
so the. prodigal lived riotously and wasted his substance. 
There came a day when we promised ourselves an actual 
occurrence in our Crusoe life. Some one had seen a 
floating object &r out at sea. It might be a boat adrift; 
and, in truth, it looked very like a boat. Two or three 
canoes darted off -through the surf to the rescue, while 
we gathered on the rocks, watching and ruminating. 
It was long before the rescuers returned, and then they 
came empty-handed. It was only a log after all, drift^ed, 
probably, from America. We talked it aQ over, there 
by the shore, and went home to renew the subject ; it 
lasted us a week or more, and we kept hailing upon it 
till that log — drifting slowly, how slowly I from the 
fitr mainland to our island — seemed almost to overpower 
me with a sense of the unutterable loneliness of its 
voyage. I used to lie and think about it, and get very 
solemn indeed ; then Kdna-a.n£ would think of some 
fresh appetizer or other, and try to make me merry with 
good feeding. Again and again he would come with a 
delicious banana to the bed where I was lying, and insist 
upon my gorging myself, when I had but barely re- 
covered from a late orgie of fruit, flesh, or fowL He 
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would mesmerize me into a most refreshing sleep with a 
prolonged and pleasing manipulation. It was a remi- 
niscence of the baths of Stamboul not to be withstood* 
From this sleep I would presently be wakened by Kan^ 
and's performance upon a rude sort of harp, that gave 
out a weird and eccentric music. The mouth being ap-> 
plied to the instrument, words were pronounced in a 
guttural voice, while the fingers twanged the strings in 
measure. It was a flow of monotones, shaped into 
legends and lyrics. I liked it amazingly ; all the better, 
perhaps, that it was as good as Greek to me, for I 
understood it as little as I understood the strange and 
persuasive silence of that beloved place, which seemed 
slowly but surely weaving a spell of enchantment about 
me. I resolved to desert peremptorily, and managed 
to hire a canoe and a couple of natives, to cross the 
channel with me. There were other reasons for this 
prompt action. 

Hour by hour I was beginning to realize one of the 
inevitable results of Time. My boots were giving out ; 
their best sides were the uppers, and their soles had 
about left them. As I walked, I could no longer dis- 
guise this pitiful fact. It was getting hard on me, 
especially in the gravel. Yet, regularly each morning, 
my pieces of boot were carefully oiled, then rubbed, or 
petted, or coaxed into some sort of a polish, which was a 
labour of love. E^na-anfi I how could you wring my 
soul with those touching offices of friendship I — ^those 
kindnesses unfailing, unsurpassed I 

Having resolved to sail early in the morning, before 
the drowsy citizens of the valley had fairly shaken the 
dew out of their forelocks, all that day — ^my last with 
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K^na-an£ — I breathed abont me silent benedictions and 
farewells. I conld not begin to do enough for K&na^ 
an&, who was^ more than ever, devoted to me. He 
almost seemed to suspect oar sudden separation^ for he 
dung to me with a sort of subdued desperation. That 
was the day he took from his head his hat — a very neat 
one, plaited by his mother— insisting that I should wear 
it (mine was quite in tatters), while he went bareheaded 
in the sun. That hat hangs in my room now, the only 
tangible relic of my prodigal days. My plan was to 
steal off at dawn, while he slept ; to awaken my native 
crew, and escape to sea before my absence was detected. 
I dared not trust a parting with him, before the eyes of 
the valley. Well, I managed to wake and rouse my 
sailor boys. To tell the truth, I didn't sleep a wink 
that night. We launched the canoe, entered, put off, 
and had safely mounted the second big roller just as 
it broke under us with terrific power, when I heard 
a shrill cry above the roar of the waters. I knew the 
voice and its import. There was Kdna-an& rushing 
madly toward us ; he had discovered all, and couldn't 
even wait for that white garment, but ran after us like 
one gone daft, and plunged into tho cold sea, calling my 
name, over and. over, as he fought the breakers. I 
urged the natives forward. I knew if he overtook us, I 
should never be able to escape again. We fairly flew 
over the water. I saw him rise and fall with the swell, 
looking like a seal ; for it was his second nature, this 
surf-swimming. I believe in my heart I wished the 
paddles would break or the canoe spUt on the reef, 
though all the time I was urging the rascals forward ; 
and they, like stupids, took me at my word. They 
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couldn't break a paddle, or get on the reef, or have any 
sort of an accident. Presentlj we rounded the head- 
land, — ^the same hazy point I used to watch from the 
grass house, through the little window, of a sunshiny 
momiiig. There we lost sight of the valley and the 
grass house, and everything that was associated with the 
past, — ^but that was nothing. We lost sight of the 
little sea-god, Kdna-an£, shaking the spray from his 
forehead like a porpoise ; and this was all in all. I 
didn't care for anything else after that, or anybody else, 
either. I went straight home and got civilized again, 
or partly so, at least. I've never seen the Doctor since, 
and never want to. He had no business to take me 
there, or leave me there. I couldn't make up my mind 
to. stay ; yet I'm always dying to go back again. 

So I grew tired over ihy husks. I arose and went 
unto my father. I wanted to finish up the Prodigal 
business. I ran and fell upon his neck and kissed him, 
and said unto him, " Father, if I have sinned against 
Heaven and in thy sight, I'm afraid I don't care much. 
Don't kill anything. I don't want any calf. Take 
back the ring, I don't deserve it ; for I'd give more this 
minute to see that dear, little, velvet-skinned, coffee- 
coloured Kdna-an&, than anything else in the wide 
world, — ^because he hates business, and so do I. He's a 
regular brick, father, moulded of the purest day, and 
baked in God's sunshine. He's about half sunshine 
himself ; and, above all others, and more than any one 
else ever can, he loved your prodigal." 
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PART n. 

HOW I CONYEBTED MT CAITKIBAL. 

When pec^le began asking me queer questions about 
my chum K^na^n£, some of them ev^n hinting that 
"he might possibly have been a girl all the time," I 
resolved to send down for him, and settle the matter 
at once. I knew he was not a girl, and I thought I 
should like to show him some American hospitality, and 
perhaps convert him before I sent him back again. 

I could teach him to dress, you know; to say a very 
good thing to your face, and a very bad one at your 
back; to sleep well in church, and rejoice duly when the 
preacher got at last to the **Amen." I might do all 
this for his soul's sake; but I wanted more to see how 
the little fellow was getting on. I missed him so ter- 
ribly, — ^his honest way of showing likes and dislikes; his 
confidence in his intuitions and fidelity to his friends; 
and those quaint manners of his, so different from any- 
thing in vogue this side of the waters. 

This is what I remarked when I got home again, and 
found myself growing as practical and prosy as ever. 
I awoke no kindred chord in the family bosom. On the 
contrary, they all said, " It was no use to think of it: no 
good could come out of NazaretL" The idea of ia hea- 
then and his abominable idolatry being countenanced in 
the sanctity of a Christian home was too dreadful for 
anything. But I believed some good might come out of 
Nazareth, and I believed that, when it did come, it was 
the genuine article worth hunting for, surely. I thought 
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it all over soberly, finally resolving to do a little mis- 
sionary work on my own account. So I wrote to the 
Colonel of the Royal Guards, who knows everybody 
and has immense influence everywhere, begging him to 
catch Kdna-and, when his folks weren't looking, and 
send him to my address, marked 0. 0. D., for I was 
just dying to see him. That was how I trapped my 
little heathen, and began to be a missionary, all by 
myself. 

I assured the Colonel it was a case of real necessity, 
and he seemed to realize it, for he managed to get 
Kdna-an& away from his distressed relatives (their name 
is legion, and they live all over the island), fit him out 
in real clothing, — ^the poor little wretch hp.d to be 
dressed, you know; we all do it in this country, — ^then 
he packed him up and shipped him, care of the captain 

of die bark S . When he arrived, I took him right 

to my room and began my missionary work. I tried to 
make all the people love him, but I'm afraid they found 
it hard work. He wasn't half so interesting up here 
anyhow 1 I seemed to have been regarding him through 
chromatic glasses, which glasses being suddenly removed, 
I found a little dark-skinned savage, whose clothes fitted 
him horribly, and appeared to have no business there. 
Boots about twice too long, the toes being heavily 
charged with wadding; in fact, he looked perfectly mise- 
rable, and I've no doubt he felt so. How he had been 
studying EngUsh on the voyage up I He wanted to be 
a great linguist, and had begun in good earnest He 
said " good mornin' " as boldly as possible about seven 
p.m., and invariably spoke of the women of America as 
^^ him." He had an insane desire to spell, and started 
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spelling-matches with everybody, at the most inappro- 
priate hours and inconvenient places. He invariably 
spelled God d-o-g; when duly corrected, — ^ihus, G-o-d, 
— ^he would triumphantly shout, dog. He jumped at 
these irreverent conclusions about twenty times a day. 

What an experience I had educating my little savage I 
Walking him in the street by the hour; answering 
questions on all possible topics; spelling up and down 
the blocks; spelling from the centre of the city to the 
suburbs and back again, and around it ; spelling one 
another at spelling, — ^two latter-day peripatetics on dress 
paFade, passing to and fro in high and serene strata of 
philosophy, alike unconscious of the rudely gazing and 
insolent citizens, or the tedious calls of labour. A spell 
was over us: we ran into all sorts of people, and trod on 
many a corn, loafing about in this way. Some of the 
victims objected in harsh and sinful language. I found 
K^na-and had so far advanced in the acquirement of our 
mellifluous tongue as to be very successful in returning 
their salutes. I had the greatest difficulty in convincing 
him of the enormity of his error. The little convert 
thought it was our mode of greeting strangers, equiva- 
lent to their more graceful and poetic password, Alohay 
" Love to you." 

My little cannibal wasn't easily accustomed to his 
new restraints, such as clothes, manners, and forbidden 
water privileges. He several times started on his daily 
pilgrimage without his hat; once or twice, to save time, 
put his coat on next his skin; and though I finally so &.r 
conquered him as to be sure that his shirt would be worn 
on the inside instead of the outside of his trousers (this 
he considered a great waste of material), I was in con- 
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small cobble-stones, which he surreptitiously deposited 
at the feet of his new-found deity, and passed on, rejoic- 
ing. His small altar grew from day to day, and his 
spirits were lighter as he beheld it unmolested, thanks 
to the indifference of the tobacconist and the street con- 
tractors. 

His greatest trials were within the confines of the 
baih-tub. He who had been born to the Pacific, and 
reared among its foam and breakers, now doomed to a 
seven-by-three zinc box and ten inches of water I He 
would splash about like a trout in a saucer, bemoaning 
his fete. Pilgrimages to the beach were his greatest 
delight; divings into the sea, so fer from town that no 
one could possibly be shocked, even with the assistance 
of an opera-glass. He used to implore a daily repetition 
of these cautious and inoffensive recreations, though, 
once in the chilly current, he soon came out of it, 
shiverinff and miserable. Where were his warm sea- 
waves^ and the shining beach, with the cocoa-palms 
quivering in the intense fires of the tropical day ? How 
he missed them and mourned for them, crooning a little 
chant in their praises, much to the disparagement of our 
dry hills, cold water, and careful people I 

In one of our singular walks, when he had been 
unusually silent, and I had sought in vain to lift away 
the gloom that darkened his soul, I was startled by a 
quick cry of joy from the lips of the young exile, — ^a cry 
that was soon turned into a sharp, prolonged, and pitiful 
wail of sorrow and despair. We had unconsciously 
approached an art-gallery, the deep windows of whidi 
were beautified with a few choice landscapes in oil. 
Kdna-an&'s restless and searching eye, doubtless attracted 
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by the brilliant colouring of one of the pictures, seemed 
in a moment to comprehend and assume the rich and 
fervent spirit with which the artist had so successftilly 
imbued his canvas. 

It was the subject which had at first delighted K&na- 
an£, — ^the splendid charm of its manipulation which so 
affected him^ holding him there wailing in the bitterness 
of a natural and incontroUable sorrow. The painting 
was illuminated with the mellowness of a tropical sunset. 
A transparent light seemed to transfigure the sea and 
sky. The artist had wrought a miracle in his inspira- 
tion. It was a warm, hazy, silent sunset for ever. The 
outline of a high, projecting cliff was barely visible in 
the flood of misty glory that spread over the face of it, 
— B, cliff whose delicate tints of green and crimson pic- 
tured in the mind a pyramid of leaves and flowers. A 
valley opened its shadowy depths through the sparkling 
atmosphere, and in the centre of this veiled chasm the 
pale tib*eads of two water&lls seemed to appear and 
disappear, so exquisitely was , the distance imitated. 
Gilded breakers reeled upon a palm-fi'inged shore ; and 
the whole was hallowed by the perpetual peace of an 
unbroken solitude. 

I at once detected the occasion of Kdna-an&'s agita- 
tion. Here was the valley of his birth, — ^the cliff, the 
water&ll, the sea, copied faithfully, at that crowning 
hour when they are indeed supernaturally lovely At 
that moment, the promise to him of a return 
would have been mockery. He was there in spirit, 
pacing the beach, and greeting his companions with 
that liberal exchange of love peculiar to them. Again 
he sought our old haunt by the river, watching the sun 
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go down. Again he waited listlessly the coming of 
night. 

It was a wonder that the police did not march us 
both off to the station-house ; for the little refugee was 
howling at the top of his lungs, while I endeavoured to 
quiet him by bursting a sort of vocal tornado about his 
ears. I then saw my error. I said to myself, " I have 
transplanted a flower from the hot sand of the Orient to 
the hard day of our more material world, — a flower too 
fragile to be handled, if never so kindly. Day after 
day it has been fed, watered, and nourished by Nature. 
Every element of life has ministered to its development 
in the most natural way. Its attributes are God's and 
Nature's own. I bring it hither, set it in our tough 
soil, and endeavour to train its sensitive tendrils in one 
direction. .There is no room for spreading them here, 
where we are overcrowded already. It finds no succu- 
lence in its cramped bed, no warmth in our practical 
and selfish atmosphere. It withers from the root up- 
ward ; its blossoms are felling ; it will die I " I re- 
solved it should not die. Unfortunately, there was no 
bark announced to sail for his island home within 
several weeks. I could only devote my energies to 
keeping life in that femishing soul until it had found 
rest in the luxurious dime of its nativiiy. 

At last the bark arrived. We went at once to see 
her ; and I could hardly persuade the little homesick 
soul to come back with me at night. He who was the 
fire of hospitality and obliging to the uttermost, at 
home, came very near to mutiny just then. 

It was this civilization that had wounded him, till the 
thought of his easy and pleasurable life among the 



CHUMMING WITH A SAVAGE. 53 

barbarians stnng him to madness. Should he ever see 
ihem again, his lovers? ever climb with the goat- 
hnnters among the clonds yonder ? or bathe, ride, sport, 
as he used to, till the day was spent and the night 
come? 

Those little booths near the wharves, where shells, 
qorals, and gold-fish are on sale, were K&na-«nd's 
&vourite haunts during the last few days he spent here. 
I would leave him seated on a box or barrel by one of 
those epitomes of Oceanica, and return two hours later, 
to find him seated as I had left him, and singing some 
weird m^fe, — some legend of his home. These musical 
diversions were a part of his nature, and a very grave 
and sweet part of it, too. A few words, chanted on a 
low note, began the song, when the voice would sud- 
denly soar upward with a single syllable of exceeding 
sweetness, and there hang trembling in bird-like melody 
till it died away with the breath of the singer. 

Poor, longing soul I I would you had never left the 
life best suited to you, — ^that liberty which alone could 
give expression to your wonderftil capacities. Not 
many are so rich in instincts to read Nature, to trans- 
late her revelations, to speak of her as an orator en- 
dowed with her surpassing eloquence. 

It vrill always be a sad eflbrt, thinking of that last 
night together. There are hours when the experiences 
of a lifetime seem compressed and crowded together. 
One grows a head taUer in his soul at such times, and 
perhaps gets suddenly grey, as with a fright, also. 

K&na-an£ talked and talked in his pretty, broken 
English, telling me of a thousand charming secrets ; ex- 
pressing all the natural graces that at first attracted me 
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to him, and imploring me over and over to return with 
him and dwell in the antipodes. How near I came to 
resolving, then and there, that I would go, and take the 
consequences, — ^how very near I came to it I He passed 
the night in coaxing, promismg, entreating ; and was 
never more interesting or lovable. It took just about 
all the moral courage allotted me to keep on tiiis side of 
barbarism on that eventftd occasion ; and in the morn- 
ing K&na-an£ sailed, with a &ce all over tears, and 
agony, and dust. 

I begged him to select something for a remembrancer; 
and of all that ingenuity can invent and art achieve he 
chose a metaUic chain for his neck, — chose it, probably, 
because it glittered superbly, and was good to string 
charms upon. He gave me the greater part of his 
wardrobe, though it can never be of any earthly use to 
me, save as a memorial of a passing joy in a life where 
joys seem to have little else to do than be brief and 
palatable. 

He said he should ^' never want them again '* ; and 
he said it as one might say something of the same sort 
in putting by some instrument of degradation, — con- 
scious of renewed manhood, but remembering his late 
humiliation, and bowing to that remembrance. 

So K&na-An& and the bark, and all that I ever knew 
of genuine, spontaneous, and unfettered love, sailed into 
the west, and went down with the sun in a glory of 
air, sea, and sky, trebly glorious that evening. I shall 
never meet the sea when it is bluest without thinking of 
one who is its child and master. I shall never see man- 
goes and bananas without thinking of him who is their 
brother^ bom and brought up with them. I shall never 
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smell cassia, or dove^ or jessamine, bnt a thought of 
K^nar^n^ will be borne npon their breatL A flying 
skijBT, land in the &r distance rising slowlj, drifting sea- 
grasses, a clear voice burdened with melody, — all belong 
to him, and are a part of him. 

I resign my office. I think that, perhaps,' instead of 
my haying converted the little cannibal, he may have 
converted me. I am sure, at least, that if we two should 
begin a missionary work upon one another, I should be 
the first to experience the great change. I sent my 
convert home, feeling he wasn't quite so good as when I 
first got him ; and I truly wish him as he was. 



I can see you, my beloved, — sleeping, naked, in the 
twilight of the west. The winds kiss you with pure and 
firagrant lips. The sensuous waves invite you to their 
embrace. Earth again offers you her varied store. Par- 
take of her offering, and be satisfied. Beturn, trou- 
bled soul I to your first and natural joys : they were 
given you by the Divine hand that can do no ill. In 
the smoke of the sacrifice ascends the prayer of your 
race. As the incense fadeth and is scattered upon the 
winds of heaven, so shall your people separate, never 
more to assemble among Ae nations. So perish your 
superstitions, your necromancies, your ancient arts of 
war, and the unwritten epics of your kings. 

Alas, Kdna^and I As the foam of the sea you love, 
as the fragrance of the flower you worship, shall your 
precious body be wasted, and your untrammelled .soul 
pass to the realms of your fathers. 

Our day of communion is over. Behold how Night 
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extends her wings to cover you from my sight ! She 
may, indeed, hide your presence ; she may withhold from 
me the mystery of your future : but she cannot take 
from me tnat which I have ; she cannot rob me of the 
rich influences of your past. 

Dear comrade, pardon and absolve your spiritual ad- 
viser, for seeking to remould so delicate and original a 
soul as yours ; and, though neither prophet nor priest, 
I yet give you the kiss of peace at parting, and the 
benediction of unceasing love. 



PART in. 

BABBABIAN DAYS. 



We had been watching intently the &int, shadowy 
outline along the horizon, and wondering whether it 
were really land, or but a cloudy similitude of it ; while 
we bore down upon it all the afternoon in fine slyle, and 
the breeze freshened as evening came on. It was all 
dear sailing, and we were in pretty good spirits, — ^which 
is not always the case with landsmen at sea. 

Sitting there on the after-deck, I had asked myself, 
more than once. If life were made up of placid days like 
this, how long would life be sweet? I gave it up every 
time ; for one is not inclined to consider so curiously 
as to press any problem to a solution in those indolent 
latitudes. 

Perhaps it was Captain Kidd who told me he had 
sailed out of a twelve-knot breeze on a sudden, — slipping 
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off the edges of it, as it were, — and found his sails all 
aback as he slid into a dead calm. There, rocking in 
still weather, he saw another bark, almost within hail, 
blown into the west and ont of sight, like a bird in a 
March gale. 

I wonder what caused me to think of Eadd's experi- 
ences just then. I can't imagine, unless it was some 
prescient shadow floating in my neighbourhood,— the 
precursor of the little event that followed. Such things 
do happen, and when we least expect it ; though, fortu- 
nately, they don't worry us as a general thing. I didn't 
worry at all, but sat there by myself, while some of my 
fellow-passengers took a regular "constitutional" up 
and down the deck, and over and over it, until the ner- 
vous woman below in the cabin " blessed her stars," and 
wished herself ashore. 

I preferred sitting and pondering over the cloud that 
seemed slowly to rise from the sea, assuming definite 
and undeniable appearances of land. 

I knew very well what land it must be : one of a 
group of islands every inch of which I had traversed 
with the zeal of youthful enthusiasm ; but which of 
them, was a question I almost feared to have answered. 
Yet, what difference could it make to me I The land 
was providentially in our course, but not on our way- 
bill. If we were within gunshot of its loveliest portion, 
we must needs pass on as frigidly as though it were 
Charybdis, or something equally dreadful. ; and I began 
to think it might be something of the sort, because of its 
besetting temptations. 

Of course there was no doubt as to the certainly of its 
being land, when we went down to supper ; and at sun- 
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set we knew the dark spots were valleys, and the bright 
ones hills. I &ncied a hundred bronze-hned &ces were 
turned toward us, as we seemed to twinkle away oflF in 
their sunset sea like a fallen star, or something of that 
sort. I thought I could almost hear the sea beating 
upon the crusts of the reef in the twilight ; but perhaps 
I didn't, for the land was miles away, and night hid it 
presently, while the old solitude of the ocean impressed 
us all as though we were again in the midst of its un- 
broken, circular wastes. Then they played whist in the 
cabin, — all but me. I hung over the ship's side, resolved 
to watch all night for the lights on shore, — ^the flickering 
watch-fires in tiie mountain camps ; for I knew I should 
see them, as we were bound to pass the island before 
morning. 

The night was intensely dark ; clouds muiSBied the 
stars, and not a spark of light was visible in any direc- 
tion over the waters. A shower could easily have 
quenched the beacons I was seeking, and my vigil soon 
became tedious ; so presently I followed the others and 
turned in, rather disconsolate and disgusted. 

Toward midnight the wind fell rapidly, and within 
half an hour we found ourselves in a dead calm, when 
the moan of the breakers was quite audible on our star- 
board quarter. The Captain was nervous and watchful; 
the currents in the channel were strong, and he saw, by 
the variation in the compass, that the vessel was being 
whirled in a great circle around a point of the island. 

Fortunately it began to get light before the danger 
grew imminent. At three o'clock we were within 
soundings, and shortly after we plumped the anchor 
into the rough coral at the bottom of a pretty little 
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harbour^ wliere^ iihe Captain informed us, we mast ride 
all day and get ont with the land breeze, that would pro- 
bably oome down at night. I rushed up in the grey 
dawn, and bent my gaze upon the shore. I think I 
must have turned pale, or trembled a little, or done 
something sensational and appropriate, Aough no one 
observed it; whereat I was rather glad, on the whole, 
for they could not have understood it if I had done my 
best to explain, — ^which I had not the least idea of doing, 
however, for it was none of their affair. 

I knew that place the moment I saw it, — ^the very 
spot of all I most desired to see; and I resolved, in my 
secret soul, to go ashore, there and then ; amicably if I 
might, forcibly if I musi 

The Captain was not over-genial that morning either; 
he hated detention, and was a trifle nervous about being 
tied up under the lee of the land for twelve or twenty 
hours. So he growled if any one approached him all that 
day, and positively refused to allow the ship's boat to be 
touched, unless we drifted upon the rocks, broadside, — 
which, he seemed to think, was not entirely out of the 
question. I was sure there would be a canoe — ^perhaps 
several — alongside by sunrise ; so I said nothing, but 
waited in silence, determined to desert when the time 
came ; and fbe Captain might whistle me back if he 
could. 

Presently the time came. We were rocking easily 
on the swell, directly to the eastward of a deep valley. 
The sky was ruddy; the air fresh and invigorating, but 
soft as the gales of Paradise. We were in the tropics. 
You would have known it with your eyes shut ; the 
whole wonderful atmosphere confessed it. But, with 
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your eyes open, those white birds, sailing like snow- 
flakes through the immaculate blue heavens, with tail- 
feathers like our pennant ; the floating gardens of the 
sea, through which we had been ruthlessly ploughing 
for a couple of days back ; the gorgeous sunrises and 
sunsets,— all were proofs positive of our latitude. 

What a sunrise it was on that morning I Yet I stood 
with my back to it, looking west; for there I saw, 
firstly, the foam on the reef — as crimson as blood — 
felling over the wine-stained waves ; then it changed 
as the sun ascended, like clouds of golden powder, inde- 
scribably magnificent, shaken and scattered upon the 
silver snow-drifts of the coral reef, dazzling to behold, 
and continually changing. 

Beyond it, in the still water, was reflected a long, 
narrow strip of beach; above it, green pastures and 
umbrageous groves, with native huts, like great birds'- 
nests, half hidden among them ; and the weird, slender, 
cocoa-palms were there, — ^those exclamation-points in the 
poetry of tropic landscape. All this lay slumbering se- 
curely between high walls of verdure ; while at the 
upper end, where the valley was like a niche set in the 
green aad glorious mountains, two waterfalls floated 
downward like smoke-columns on a heavy morning. 
Angels and ministers of grace I do you, in your airy 
perambulations, visit haunts more lovely than this? — ^as 
lovely as that undiscovered country from whose bourne 
the traveller would rather not look back, premising that 
the traveller were as singularly constituted as I am ; 
which is, peradventure, not probable. 

They knew it was morning almost as soon as we did, 
though they lived a few furlongs ferther west, and had 
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no notion of the immediate proximity of a strange craft, 
. — \yy no means rakish in her rig, however ; only a 
simple merchantman, bound for Auckland from San 
Francisco, but the victim of circumstances, and, in 
consequence, tied to the bottom of the sea when half- 
way over. 

They knew it was morning. I saw them swarming 
out of their grassy nests, brown, sleek-limbed, and 
naked. They regarded with amazement our floating 
home. The news spread, and the groves were suddenly 
peopled with my dear barbarians, who hate civilization 
almost as much as I do, and are certainly quite as idola^ 
trous and indolent as I ever aspire to be. 

I turned my palms outward toward them ; I lifted up 
my voice, and cried, ^ Hail, my brothers I We hasten 
with the morning ; we follow after the sun. Greetings 
to you, dwellers in the West I " 

Nobody heard me. I looked again. Down they came 
upon the shore, wading into the sea. Then such a car- 
nival as they celebrated in the shallow water was a 
novelty for some of my cabin friends; but I knew all 
about it. I'd done the same thing often enough myself, 
when I was young, and firee, and innocent, and savage. 
I knew they were asking themselves a thousand ques- 
tions as to our sudden appearance in their seas, and 
would rather like to know who we were, and where w^ 
igvere going, but scorned to ask us. Th^y had once or 
twice been visited by the same sort of whitish-looking 
people, and they had found those colourless &ces uncivil, 
and the bleached-out skins by no means to be trusted 
with those whom they considered their inferiors. They 
di(Jn't know that it is one of the Thirty-nine Articles of 
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Civilization to bully one's way through the world. Then 
I prayed that they might be moved to send out a canoe, 
so that I could debark and go inland for the day. I 
prayed very earnestly, and out she came, — one of their 
tiny, fragile canoes, looking like a deserted chrysalis, 
with the invisible wings of the spiritual, tutelary butter- 
fly wafting it over the waves. In this chyrsalis dug-out 
sat a tough little body, with a curly head, which I recog- 
nized in a minute as belonging to a once friend and 
comrade in ray delightftd exile, when I was a successfiil 
prodigal, and wasted my substance in the most startling 
and effectual manner, and enjoyed it a great deal better 
than if I had kept it in the bank, as they advised me to 
do. On he came, beating the sea with his broad paddle, 
alternately by either side of the canoe, and regarding us 
with a commendable degree of suspicion. I greeted him 
in his peculiar dialect. The gift of tongues seemed sud- 
denly to have descended upon me, for I found little difii- 
culty in saying everything I wanted to say, in a remark- 
ably brief space of time. 

"Hail, little friend I" said I; "great love to you 
How is it on shore now ? " 

He replied that it was decidedly nice on shore now, 
and that his love for me was as much as mine for him, 
and more too, and that consequently he was prepared to 
conduct me thither, regardless of expense. 

I went with that lovely boy on daore. The Captain 
could not resist my persuasive appeals for a short leave 
of absence, and so I went. Perhaps it would not have 
been advisable for him to have suppressed me ; and he 
made a c(.urteous virtue of necessity. 

I had leave to stop till evening, unless I heard a signal 
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gnn^ upon hearing which I was to retnm immediately on 
board, or suffer the consequences. 

Now, I am free to confess, that the consequences 
didn't appal me as we swung off from the vessel, where 
I had been an uneasy prisoner for many days; and I 
fell to chatting with Niga, my dusky friend, in a sort of 
desperate joy. 

Niga was a regular trump. He had more than once 
piled on horseback behind me, in the sweet days when 
we used to ride double, — yea, and even treble, if neces- 
sary. There was usually a great deal more boy than 
horse on the premises ; hence this questionable economy 
in our cavalry regulations. Niga told me many things 
as we drew near the reef : he talked of nearly every- 
body and everything ; but of all that he told me, he 
said nothing of the one I most longed to hear about. 
Yet, somehow or other, I could not quite bring myself 
to ask him, out and out, this question. Tou know, 
sometimes it is hard to shape words just as you want 
them shaped, and the question is never asked in conse- 
quence. 

The reef was growling tremendously. We were 
drawing nearer to it every moment. I thought the 
chances were against us ; but Niga was self-possessed, 
and as he had crossed it once that morning, and in the 
more dangerous direction of the two, — ^that is, against the 
grain of the waves, — I concluded there was no special 
need of my making a scene ; and in the next moment 
we were poised on a terrific cataract of glittering and 
rushing breakers, snatched up and held trembling in mid- 
air, with the canoe half filled with water, and I perfectly 
blind with spray. 
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It was a memorable moment in a very short voyage; 
and the general verdict on board ship, where they were 
watching us with some interest, was, that it served me 
right. 

When my eyes were once more free of the water, I 
found myself in the midst of the natives, who had 
been waiting just inside of the reef to receive us ; and, 
as they recognized me, they laid a hand on the canoe, as 
many as could crowd about it, fairly lifting it out of the 
water on our way to the shore, all the while wailing 
at the top of their voices their mournftd and desolate 
wail. 

It was impossible for me to decide whether that chant 
of theirs was an expression of joy or sorrow ; the nature 
of it is precisely the same, in eiiher case. 

So we went on shore in our little triumphal proces- 
sion, and there I was embraced in a very emphatic 
manner by savages of every conceivable sex, age, and 
colour. Having mutely submitted to their genuine ex- 
pressions of love, I was conducted — a willing and bewil- 
dered captive — along the beach, around the little point 
that separates the river from the sea, and thence by the 
river-bank to the house I knew so well. I believe I 
looked at every dusky face in that assemblage, two or 
three times over, but saw not the one I sought. 

What could it mean ? Was he hunting in the moun- 
tains, or fishing beyond the headland, or sick, or in 
prison, that he came not to greet me ? Surely, some- 
thing had befeUenhim, — something serious and unusual, 
— or he would have been the first to welcome me home 
to barbarism I 

A strange dread clouded my mind: it increased and 
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multiplied as we passed on toward the house that had 
been home to me. Then, having led me to the outer 
door, the people all sat there upon the ground, and 
began wailing piteously. 

I hastily crossed the narrow outer room, lifted the 
plaited curtain, and entered the inner chamber, where I 
had spent my strange, wild holiday long months before. 

I looked earnestly about me, while my eyes gradually 
became fimiiliar with the dull light. Nothing seemed 
changed. I could point at once to almost every article 
in the room. It seemed but yesterday that I had stolen 
away from them in the grey dawn, and repented my 
desertion too late. 

I soon grew accustomed to the sombre light of the 
room. I saw sitting about me, in the comers, bowed 
figures, with their faces hidden in grief. There was no 
longer any doubt as to the nature of their emotion. It 
was grief that had stricken the household, and the grief 
that death alone occasions. I <M>unted every figure in 
the room; I recognized each, the same that I had known 
when I dwelt among ibem:: he alone was absent 

I don't know what possessed me at that moment. I 
felt an almost uncontrollable desire to laugh, as though 
it were some masque gotten up for my amusement 
Then I wished they would cease their masking, for I 
felt too miserable to laugh. Then I was. utterly at a 
loss to know what to do; so I walked to the old- 
&shioned bed — our old-&shi^nied bed — ^in the comer, 
looking just as it used ta I think the same old spider 
was there still, clinging to the canopy; the very same 
old fellow, in his harlequin tights, that we used to watch, 
and talk about, and wonder what he was flunking 431^ 
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to stop SO still, day after day, and week after week, 
up there on the canopy. I threw myself upon the 
edge of the bed, my feet resting upon the floor ; and 
there I tried to think of everything but that one dread- 
fhl reality that would assert itself, in spite of my efforts 
to deny it. 

Where was my friend? Where could he be, that 
these, his friends, were so bowed with sorrow? The 
question inyolved a revelation, already anticipated in 
my mind. That revelation I dreaded as I would dread 
my own death-sentence. But it came at last. A woman 
who had been humbling herself in the dust moved toward 
me from the shadow that half concealed her. She did 
not rise to her feet ; she was half reclining on the mats 
of the floor, her features veiled in the long, black hair 
of her race. One hand was extended toward me, then 
the other; the body followed; and so she moved, slowly 
and painftilly, toward the bedside. 

It was his mother. I knew her intuitively. Close 
to the bed she came, and crouched by me, upon the 
floor. There, with one hand clasped dose over mine, 
the other flooded with her copious tears, and her fore- 
head bowed almost to the floor, she poured forth the 
measure of her woe. The moment her voice was heard, 
those out of the house ceased wailing, and seemed to be 
listening to the elegy of the bereaved. 

Her voice was husky with grief, broken again and 
again with sobs. I seemed to understand perfectly the 
nature of her £|tory, though my knowledge of the dialect 
was very deficient. 

The mother's soul was quickened with her pathetic 
ilieme. The frenzy of the poet inspired her Ups. It 
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was an epic she was chanting, celebrating the career of 
her boy-hero. She told of his birth, and wonderfiil 
childhood ; of his beautiful strength ; of his sublime 
affection, and the friend it had brought him from over 
the water. 

She referred frequently to our former associations, 
and seemed to delight in dwelling upon them. Then 
came the story of his death, — the saddest canto of the 
melancholy whole. 

How shall I ever forgive myself the selfish pleasure I 
took in striving to remodel an immortal soul ? What 
business had I to touch so sensitive an organism; sus* 
ceptible of infinite impressions, but incapable, in its 
prodigality, of separating and dismissing the evil, and 
retaining only the good, — ^therefore fit only to increase 
and develop in the suitable atmosphere with which the 
Creator had surrounded it? 

Why did I not foresee the climax ? 

I might have known that one reared in the nursery 
of Nature, as free to speak and act as the very winds of 
heaven to blow whither they list, could ill support the 
manacles of our modern proprieties. Of what use to 
him could be a knowledge of the artifices of society? 
Simply a temptation and a snare ! 

What was the story of his fete ? That he came safely 
home, rejoicing in his natural freedom; that he could 
not express his delight at finding home so pleasant; that 
his days were spent in telling of the wonderful things 
he had seen: more sects than the gods of the South 
Seas; more doubters than believers; contradictions, and 
insults, and suspicions everywhere. They laughed again, 
when they thought of us, and pitied us all the while. 
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But his exhilaration wore off, after a time. Then 
came the reaction. A restlessness; an undefined, un- 
satisfied longing. Life became a burden. The seed of 
dissension had fallen in fresh and fallow soil: it was a 
souvenir of his sojourn among us. He, the child of 
Nature, must now follow out the artificial and hollow 
hfe of the world, or die unsatisfied; for he could not 
return to his original sphere of trust and contentment. 
He had learned to doubt all things, as naturally as any 
of us. 

For days he moaned in spirit, and was troubled ; 
nothing consoled him ; his soul was broken of its rest ; 
he grew desperate and melancholy. 

I believe he was distracted with the problem of 
society, and I cannot wonder at it. One day, when 
his condition had become no longer endurable, he stole 
off to sea in his canoe, thinking, perhaps, that he could 
reach this continent, or some other ; possibly hoping 
never again to meet human faces, for he could not trust 
them. 

It was his heroic exit from a life that no longer in- 
terested him. Great was the astonishment of the 
islanders, who looked upon him as oue possessed of the 
Evil Spirit, and special sacrifices were offered in his 
behalf ; but the gods were inexorable ; and, after 
several days upon the solitary sea, a shadow, a mote, 
drifted toward the valley, — ^a canoe, with a femishing 
. and delirious voyager, that was presently tossed and 
broken in the surges ; then, a dark body glistened for a 
moment, wet with spray, and sank for ever, while the 
shining coral reef was stained with the blood of the 
first-born. 
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I heard it all in the desolate wail of the mother, yet 
could not weep ; my eyes burned like fire. 

Little Niga came for me presently, and led me into 
the great grove of iamarie-trees, up the valley. He 
insisted upon holding me by the hand : it was all he 
could do to comfort me, and he did that with his whole 
soul. 

In silence we pressed on to one of the largest of the 
trees. I recognized it at once. Niga and I, one day, 
went thither, and I cut a name upon the soft bark of 
the tree. 

When we reached it we paused. Niga pointed with 
his finger; I looked. It was there yet, — a simple 
name, carved in the rudest &,shion. I read the letters, 
which had since become an epitaph. They were 
these : — 



a 



Kana-anI, Mt, 16 i/rs.** 



Under them were three initials, — ^my own,^-cut by the 
iand of Kdna-an£, after his return from America. 

We sat down in the gloomy grove. " Tell me," I 
said, " tell me, Niga, where has his spirit gone ? " 

" He is here, now," said Niga ; " he can see us.. 
Perhaps, some day, we shall see him." 

" You have more faith than our philosophers, for they 
have reasoned themselves out of everything. Would 
you like to be a philosopher, Niga ? " I asked. 

Niga thought, if they were going to die, body and 
soul, that he wouldn't like to be anything of the sort, 
and that he had rather be a first-class savage than a 
fourth-rate Christian, any day. 

I interrupted him at this alarming assertion. " The 
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philosophers would call your &iili a superstition, Niga ; 
they do not realize that there is no true &ith unmixed 
widi superstition, since &ith implies a belief in some- 
thing unseen, and is, therefore, itself a superstition. 
Blessed is the man who believes blindly, — call it what 
you please, — ^for peace shall dwell in his soul. But, 
Niga," I continued, " where is God ? " 

" Here, and here, and here," said Niga, pointing me 
to a grotesque carving in the sacred grove, to a monu- 
ment upon the distant precipice, and to a heap of rocks 
in the sea ; and the smile of recognition with which the 
little votary greeted his idols was a solemn proof of his 
sincerity. 

"Niga," I said, "we call you and your kind heathens. 
It is a harmless anathema, which cannot, in the least, 
affect you personally. Ask us if we love God ! Of 
course we do. Do we love Him above all things, 
animate or inanimate? Undoubtedly! Undoubtedly 
is easily said, and let us give ourselves credit for some 
honesty. We believe that we do love God above all ; 
that we have no other gods before Him ; yet, who of us 
will give up wealth, home, friends, and follow Him ? 
Not one I The God we love is a very vague, invisible, 
forbearing essence. He can afford to be lenient with 
us while we are debating whether our neighbour is 
serving Him in the right fiishion, or not. We'd rather 
not have other gods before Him : one is as many as 
we find it convenient to serve. The lover kisses pas- 
sionately a miniature. It is not, however, an image of 
his Creator, nor any memorial of his Redeemer's passion, 
but only a portrait of his mistress. Do you blame us, 
Niga? It is the strongest instinct of our nature to 
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worship something. Man is a bom idolater, and not 
one of us is exempted by reason of any scmples under 
the sun. You see it daily and hourly : each one has 
his idols." 

Little Niga, who sympathized deeply with me, seemed 
to have gotten some knowledge of our peculiarly mixed 
theories concerning God and the future state, from con- 
versations overheard after the return of Kina-an&. He 
tried to console me with the assurance that E^iLna-ani 
died a devoted and unshaken adherent to the faith of 
his fathers. 

I couldn't but feel that his blood was off my hands 
when I learned this ; and I believe I gave Niga a 
regular hug in that moment of joy. 

Then we walked here and there, through the valley, 
and visited the old haunts, made memorable by many 
incidents in that romantic and chivalrous life of the 
South. Every one we met had some word to add 
concerning the Pride of the Valley, dead in his glorious 
youth. 

Over and over, they assured me of his fideliiy to me, 
his white brother, adding that Kina^n^ had, more than 
once, expressed the deepest regret at not having brought 
me back with him. 

He even meditated sending for me, in the same man- 
ner that I had sent for him ; and, if he had done so, it 
was his purpose to see that I was at once made familiar 
with their Articles of Faith; for he anticipated a willing 
convert in me, and it was the desire of his heart that I 
should know that perfect trust, peculiar to his people, 
and which is begotten of the brief gospel, so often 
quoted out of place: namely, that "seeing is believing." 
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It was a kind thought of his, and I wish he had 
carried it into execution, for then he might have lived. 
It was his susceptible nature that had come in contact 
with the great world, and received its death-wound. 
Had I been there to help him, I would have planned 
something to divert his mind until he had recovered 
himself, and was willing to submit to the monotony of 
life over yonder. Had he not done as much for me ? 
Had he not striven, day after day, to charm me with his 
barbarism, and come very near to success? I should 
say he had. Dear little martyr ! was he not the only boy 
I ever truly loved, — dead now in his blossoming prime ! 

K&na-an4I Little Niga and I sat talking of you, 
down by the sea^ and we wept for you at last ; for the 
tears came by-and-by^ when I began to fully realize the 
greatness of my loss. All your youth, and beauty, and 
freshness, in destruction, and your body swallowed up 
in the graves of the sea I 

The meridian sun blazed overhead^ but it made little 
difference to us. Afternoon passed, and evening was 
coming on almost unheeded ; for our thoughts were 
buried with him, under the waves^ and life was nothing 
to us, then. 

1 no longer cared to observe the lights and shadows 
on the cliffs, nor the poppy nodding in the wind, nor 
the seaward prospect : that was spoiled by our vessel, — 
the seclusion was broken in upon. I cared for nothing 
any longer, for I missed everywhere his step, patient 
and faithftd as a dog's, and his marvellous face, that 
could look steadily at the sun without winking, and 
deluge itself with laughter all the while, for there was 
nothing .hidden or corrupting in it. 
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Presently I returned into the sacred grove, touching 
the three letters he had carved there, and calling on his 
spirit to regard me as respecting his dumb idols, which 
were nothing but the representatives of his jealous gods, 
— dear to him as the Garden of G^thsemane, the Mount 
of Olives, and the shining summits of Calvary to us. 
Then down I ran to the bathing-pools, and from place 
to place I wandered in a hurried and nervous tour, for 
it was growing dark. I saw the ship's lights flickering 
over the water, while the first cool whispers of the 
night-wind came down from the hills, filling me with 
warnings ; in the midst of which there was a flash of 
flame and a sudden, thunderous report, — enough to 
awaken the dead of the valley, — and I turned to go. I 
believe, if dear K&na-an^ had been there, as I prayed 
he might be, I should l^ve laughed at that signal, and 
hastened inland to avoid discovery ; for I was sick of 
the world. I might have had reason to regret it after- 
ward, because friendi^ip is not elastic, and the best of 
friends cannot long submit to being bored by the best 
of fellows. Perhaps it was just as it should be : I had 
no time to consider the matter there. I hurried to his 
mother, and she clung to me ; others came about me, 
and laid hold of me : so that I feared I should be held 
captive until it was too late to board the vessel. Her 
sails were even then shaking in the wind ; and I heard 
the faint click of the capstan tugging at the anchor- 
chains. 

With a quick impulse I broke away from them, and 
ran to the beach, where Niga and I entered his canoe, 
and slid off from the sloping sands. Down we drifted 
toward the open sea, while the natives renewed their 



74 SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. 

wailing, and I was half crazed with sorrow. It is im- 
possible to resist the persuasive eloquenoe of their 
chants. Think^ then, with what a troubled spirit I 
heard them, as we floated on between the calm stars in 
the heavens and the whirling stars in the sea. 

We went ont to the ship's side, and little Niga was 
as noisy as any of them when I pressed upon him a 
practical memorial of my visit ; and away he drifted 
into the night, with his boyish babble pitched high and 
shrill : and the Present speedily became the Fast, and 
grew old m a moment. 

Then I looked for the last time upon that faint and 
cloudy picture, and seemed almost to see the spirit of 
the departed beckoning to me with waving arms and 
imploring looks i and I longed for him with the old 
longing, that will never release me from my willing 
bondage. I blessed him in his new life, and I rejoiced 
with exceeding great joy that he was freed at last from 
the tyranny of life, — released from the unsolvable 
riddles of the ages. The night-wind was laden with 
music, and sweet with the odours of ginger and cassia ; 
the spiune of the reef was pale as the milk of the cocoa- 
nuts, and the blazing embers on shore glowed like old 
sacrificial fires. 

Then I head a voice crying out of the shadow, — ^an 
ancient and eloquent voice, — saying; "Behold my fated 
race I Our days are numbered. Long have we feasted 
in the rich presence of a revealed deity. We sat in 
ashes under the mute gods of Baal ; we fled before the 
wrath of Moloch, the destroyer ; we were as mighly as 
the four winds of heaven : but the profane hand of the 
Iconoclast has desecrated our temples, and humbled 
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oar majesty in the dust. impious breakers of idols ! 
wliy will ye put your new wines into these old bottles, 
that were shaped for sprmg waters only, and not for 
wine at all I Lo ! ye have broken them, and the wine 
is wasted. Be satisfied, and depart 1 " 

So that spirit of air sang the death-song of his tribe, 
and the sad music of his voice rang over the waters like 
a lullaby. 

Then I heard no more, and I said, " My asylum is the 
great world ; my refuge is in oblivion ;" and I turned 
my face seaward, never again to dream fondly of my 
island home ; never again to know it as I have known 
it ; never again to look upon its serene and melancholy 
beauiy : for the soul of the beloved is transmitted to the 
vales of rest, and his ashes are sown in the watery fur- 
rows of the deep sea I 
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always known that, inwardly, I am purple-blooded, and 
supple-limbed, and invisibly tattooed after the manner 
of my lost tribe I I was startled at the sound, and 
slackened my pace to listen : the footsteps paused with 
mine. I plunged forward, accusing the echoes of play- 
ing me false. Again the mysterious one rushed awk- 
wardly on before me, with footfalls that were not like 
mine, nor like any that I could trace: they were neither 
brute nor hiunan, but fell clumsily among the roots and 
stones, out of time with me ; therefore, no echo, and 
beyond my reckoning entirely. 

At this hour the moon, of a favourable size, looked 
over the diff, flooding the chasm with her soft light. I 
rejoiced at it, and hoped for a revelation of the Un- 
known, whose tottering steps had mocked mine for half 
an hour. 

Here we were in a forest of bread-fruit trees. 
Scarcely a ray of light penetrated their thick-woven 
branches ; but, against the faint light of the open dis- 
tance, I marked the weird outline of one who might 
once have been human, but was no longer a tolerable 
image of his Maker. The figure was like the opposite 
halves of two men bodily joined together in an amateur 
attempt at human grafting. The trunk was curved the 
wrong way; a great shoulder bullied a httle shoulder, 
and kept it decidedly under; a long leg walked right 
around a short leg that was perpetually sitting itself 
down on invisible seats, or swinging itself for the mere 
pleasure of it. One arm clutched a ten-foot bamboo 
about three inches in diameter, and wielded it as though 
it were a bishop's crook, and something to be proud of; 
the other arm — ^it must have belonged to a child when it 
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stopped growing — ^was hooked up over one ear, looking 
as though it had been badly wired by some medical stu- 
dent, and was worn as a lasting reproach to him. A 
shaggy head was set on the down-slope of the big 
shoulder, and seemed to be continually looking over the 
Httle shoulder and under the Uttle arm for some one 
always expected, but who was very long in coming. 

Upon this startling discovery I turned to flee, but the 
figure immediately followed. It was evidently too late 
to escape an interview, and, taking heart, I walked 
toward it, when, to my amazement, it hastfly staggered 
away from me, looking always over its shoulder, quicken- 
ing its pace with mine, slackening its speed with me, 
and keeping, or seeking to keep, within a certain dis- 
tance of me all the while. My curiosity was excited, 
and, as I saw it bore me no ill-will, I made a -quick 
plunge forward, hoping to c&pture it. With an ener- 
getic eflbrt it strove to escape me ; but, with the head 
turned the wrong way, it stumbled blindly into a bit of 
jungle, where it lay whining piteously. I assisted it to 
its feet, with what caption and tenderness I could, and, 
finding it still wary, walked on slowly, leading the way 
to the edge of the grove, where the moonlight was 
almost as radiant as the dawn. It followed me like a 
dog, and was evidently gratefal for my company. I 
walked slowly that it might not stumble, and, as we 
emerged from the shadow of the bread-fruits, I manoeu- 
vered so as to bring its iace toward the moonlight, and 
I saw — a hideous visage, with all its features sliding to 
one comer ; and nothing but the two soft, sleepy-looking 
eyes saved me from yielding to the disgust that its whole 
presence awakened. As it was, I involuntarily started 
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back with a shudder, and a slight exclamation that at- 
tracted its attention. " Taboo ! Taboo ! " moaned the 
poor creature, half in introduction, half in apology and 
explanation.' 

He was well named the "forbidden one": set apart 
from all his fellows ; incapable of utterance ; maimed in 
body; an outcast among his own people; homeless, yet 
at home everywhere ; friendless, though welcomed by 
all for his entertaining and ludicrous simplicity; feeding, 
like the birds, from Nature's lap, and, like the birds, left 
to the winds and waters for companionship. 

Somehow I felt that Taboo could lead me at once to 
the water&ll ; and I tried to seek out the small door to 
his brain, and impress him with my anxiety to reach the 
place. 0, what darkness was there, and what doubts 
and fears seemed to cloud the hidden portals of his soul I 
He made an uncouth noise for me. Pei^haps he meant 
it as music : it was frightful to hear it up there in the 
mountain solitudes. He got me fruits and a little water 
in the palm of his hand, which he expected me to drink 
with a relish. He lay down at my feet in a broken 
heap of limbs, crooning complacently. He was plajrftd 
and thoughtful alternately ; at least, he lost himself in 
long silences from time to time, while his eyes glowed 
with a deep inward light, that almost made me hope to 
startle his reason from its dreadftil sleep ; but a single 
word broke the spell, and set him to laughing as though 
he would go all to pieces ; and his joy was more pitiM 
than his sorrow. 

In one of hia silent moods he suddenly staggered to 
his feet, and shambled into a narrow trail to one side of 
the gorge. I wondered at his unexpected impulse, and 
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feared that he had grown tired of me already, preferring 
the society of his feathered comrades, a few of whom 
sounded their challenge-note, that soared like silver 
arrows in the profound stillness of the ravine. It seemed 
not, however : in a few moments he returned, and sig- 
nalled me with his expressive grunt, and I followed him. 
Through thickets of fern, arching high over our heads, 
down spongy dells, and over rims of rock jutting from 
the base of the mountain. Taboo and I clambered in the 
warm moonlight. Anon we came upon a barricade of 
bamboos, growing like pickets set one against another. 
I know not how broad the thicket might have been, — 
possibly as broad as the ravine itself, — ^but into the thick 
of it Taboo edged himself ; and dose upon his heels I 
followed. In a few moments we had crushed our way 
through the midst of the bamboos, that clashed together 
after us so that a bird might not have tracked us, and 
lo ! a crystal pool in the heart of a wonderful garden ; 
and to it, silently, from heaven itself descended that 
mysterious waterfeU, whose actual existence I had seri- 
ously begun to question. It lay close against the breast 
of the mountain, strangely pale in the full glow of the 
moon, while, like a vein of fire, it seemed to throb from 
end to end ; or like a shining thread with great pearls 
slipping slowly down its full length, taking the faint 
hues of the rainbow as they fell, playing at prisms, until 
my eyes, weary of watching, closed of their own accord. 
I sank down by Taboo, who was sleeping soundly in the 
hollow of a great tree ; and the one cover for both of us 
was the impenetrable shadow that is never lifted from 
that silent sanctuary of the Most High. 

The sky was as saffiron when we woke from our out- 

6 
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of-door sleep, and the whole atmosphere was less poetical 
and impressive than on the night previous. Stranger 
than all else, there was no visible trace of the mysterious 
waterfall. I even began to question my own senses, and 
thought it possible that I had been dreaming. Yet there 
sat Taboo in his frightful imperfection, as happy and in- 
different as possible. Of course he could tell me nothing 
of the magical waters. He had doubtless already for- 
gotten the episode of the hour previous. He lived for 
the solitary moment, and his mind seemed unable to 
grasp the secrets of ten seconds on either side of his 
narrow present. In fact, he was playing with a splendid 
lizard when I returned from my brief and fruitless re- 
couBoissance; and as I came up he wondered at me, as he 
never ceased to wonder, with fresh bewilderment, when- 
ever I came back to him, after never so brief an absence. 

I soon learned to play upon Taboo's one stop; to 
point a finger at him, and bore imaginary auger-holes 
right into him anywhere; for he always winced and 
whined, like a very baby, and yielded at once to my 
pantomimic suggestion. But what a wreck was here I 
A delicate instrument, full of rifts and breakages, with 
that single key readily answerable to the slightest touch 
of my will. I have often wished that it had been a 
note more deep, profound, or sympathetic. It was 
simply merry and shrill, and incapable of any modulation 
whatever. Point a finger at him, make a few coils in 
the air that grow to a focus as they draw nearer to him, 
and he would run over with uncontrollable jollity that 
was at times a little painftil in its boisterousness. 

I knew well enough that I had sucked the honey 
from that particular cell in the mountain, and that I 
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might as well resmne my pilgrimage. There was to be 
a FiU NapoUon in Papeete. We hadn't heard, up to 
that hour, of the wreck of the great Empire, and, being 
in a loyal Prench colony, it behoved ns to have the 
very best time possible. Said I to myself, " Taboo will 
find su£Scient food for merriment in our mode oif&/mg 
an Emperor; therefore Taboo shall go with me to town 
and «njoy himself." I suggested an immediate adjourn- 
ment to Papeete with the tip of my forefinger, whereat 
Taboo doubled up, as usual, and, in his own fisushion, 
implored me to stop being so fiinny. We at once 
started; returning through the bamboo-brakes, fording 
the stream in some awkward way, and slowly working 
oar passage back to town. 

The Tahitians have but one annual holiday. As this, 
however, is seveniy-two hours in length, while every- 
thing relating to it is broad in proportion, it is about as 
much as they can conscientiously ask for. 

Taboo and I entered the town on the eve of the first 
day, together with multitudes from the neighbouring 
districts, flocking thither in their best clothes. The 
lovely bay of Papeete was covered with fleets of canoes, 
hailing from all the seaside villages on the island, 
and many of them from Moorea, and islands even more 
distant. No sea is too broad to be compassed by an 
ambitious Kanack, who scents a festival from a&r. 

Along the crescent shores of the bay, the canoes were 
heaped, tier upon tier. It was as though a whole South 
Sea navy had been stranded, for the town was crowded 
with canoe-boys and all manner of natives, in gala dress. 
The incessant rolling of drums, the piping of bamboo- 
flutes, and the choruses of wandering singers be/a;En 
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early in the dawn of the 14th August, and were expected 
to continue, uninterruptedly, to the evening of the 16th. 
Taboo regarded it all with singular indifference. Every- 
body seemed to know him, and to take particular delight 
in greeting him. His sleepy disregard of them was 
considered extremely laughable, and they went their 
way roaring with merriment, that contrasted strongly 
with the grave, listless face of the simple one, who was 
apparently oblivious of everything. 

The morning after we appeared in Papeete was Sun- 
day, according to the calendar. The little cathedral, 
with bananarleaves rustling in the open windows, was 
thronged with worshippers of all colours, doubly devout 
in the excessive heat. Various choirs reheved one 
another during Mass, and some diminutive fellows, 
under ten years of age, chanted Latin hymns in a pleas- 
ingly plaintive voice, led by a friar in long clothes and 
a choker. Taboo crouched by the open door during 
service, raking the gravel-walk with his crooked fingers, 
and hitching about with inde&tigable industry. After 
the last gospel, we all went into the middle of the 
street — ^for there were no sidewalks — and got our boots 
very dusty. Little knots of friends seemed to sit down 
in the way wherever they pleased, and to talk as long 
as they liked; while everybody else accommodatingly 
turned out for them, or paused, and listened to the 
conversation, without embarrassment on either side. 
Liquor was imbibed on the sly; some eyes were begin- 
ning to swim perceptibly, and some tongues to wag 
faster and looser than ever. The Admiral's flag-ship 
was one pyramid of gorgeous bunting, and his band 
delighted a great audience, gathered upon the shore. 
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WI& a maJtmie gratis. At sunset the imperial bat- 
teries belched their snlpharons thnnder, that came as 
near to breaking the Sabbath as possible. In the evening 
more mnsic^ up at the Governor's garden, — ^waltzes, 
polkas, and qnadrilles, so brilliantly executed that the 
listeners were half mad with delight; and yon couldn't 
for the life of you tell what day it had been, nor what 
night it was, but Sunday was positively set down against 
it in the calendar. At ten p.m. a signal-gun says 
" Good-night" to the citizens of Papeete, and it behoves 
all those who are dark-skinned to retire instantly, on 
pain of arrest and a straw-heap in the calaboose. 

In the midst of our Sunday festival, while yet the 
streets were hilarious, slap-bang went this impudent 
piece of ordnance, and at once the crowd began to dis- 
perse in the greatest conAision. Taboo, who had been 
an inanimate spectator during the day's diversions, 
seemed to comprehend the necessity of hasty flight to 
some quarter or other; and, with a confusion of ideas 
peculiar to him, he began careering in great circles 
through the swaying multitude, and continued to revolve 
around an uncertain centre, until I seized him and 
sought to pilot him to some convenient place of shelter. 
I thought of the great market, that, like those ancient 
cities of refage, was always open to the benighted wan- 
derer; and thither we hastened. A lofty roof, covering 
a good part of a block, kept the rain from a vast enclo- 
sure, stored with stalls, tables, and benches. It was 
simply shelter of the barest kind, but sufficient for all 
needs in that charitable climate. There was a buzzing 
of turbulent throngs as we edged our way toward the 
centre of the market-place ; you would think that all 
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the bees of Tahiti were swarming in unison, from the 
noise thereof. The conmiotion was long in quieting. It 
had to subside like the sea at flood-tide. Every Mttle while 
a brace oige^n^rm^ strutted past the premises, feeling 
mighty fine in their broad white pants, like a ship with 
studding-sails out, and with those comical bobtails 
sprouting out of the small of their backs. I know that 
Taboo and I, having laid ourselves on somebody's 
counter, listened and nudged each other for two or 
three hours, and that it began te feel like morning 
before there was sleep enough to go entirely around the 
establishment. 

The man who is the first to wake in Papeete lighte 
his lamp and goes to market. As soon as he makes his 
untimely appearance, the communily begins te stir ; a 
great clatter of drowsy voices and dozens of yawns are the 
symptoms of retumingday ; and in ten minutes the market 
is declared open, though it is still deep and tranquil 
starlight overhead, with not a trace of dawn as yet visible. 

When the market opens before 3 a jn. — and the hour 
happens te be the blackest of the four-and-tweniy — it is 
highly inconvenient for any foreigner and his royal 
jester who may be surreptitiously passing the night 
upon one of the fruit counters, but there is no help for 
them : sleepy heads give way te fresh-gathered bread- 
fruits and nets of fragrant oranges ; bananas are swung 
up within tempting reach of everybody; all sorts of 
natives come in from the four quarters of the Papeetean 
globe, with back-loads of miscellaneous viands, a mat 
under one arm, and a flaming terch in hand. Bows 
upon rows of girls sell fruits and flowers to the highest 
bidder ; withering old women haggle over the prices 
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of {heir perAiined and jnicy wares ; solitary men offer 
their solitary strings of fish for a real each, and reftise 
to be beaten down by any wretch of a fellow who 
dares to insinuate that the fish are a trifle too scaly; 
boys sit demure over their meagre array of temptations 
in the shape of six tomatoes, three eggs, a dozen or so 
of gnavas, and one cacmnber. These youngsters usually 
sit with a passionless countenance that forbids any hope 
of a bargain at reduced prices, and they pass an hour or 
two with scarce a suggestion of custom ; but it is sud- 
denly discovered that they have something: desirable, 
and 1 dozen purchasers be^ quarrelling fo^ it, during 
which time some one else quietly makes his purchase 
fi'om one comer of the boy's mat ; and, haying 
dosed out his stock in less than ten minutes, he 
quietly pockets his reals, and departs without haying 
uttered a syllable. 

Taboo and I went from one mat to another, eyeing the 
good things for breakfast. I offered him the best that 
the market afforded ; and I could easily do so, for in no 
land is the article cheaper or better. Taboo, haying 
made the circuit of the entire establishment, upon ma- 
ture deliberation conduded to take nothing. At every 
point he was greeted uproariously by the noisy and 
good-natured people, who were willing to give him any- 
thing he might choose to take. They, probably, felt 
that it was worth more than the price of the article to 
see the sublime scorn on the poor fellow's face as he de- 
clined their limes, /ei^, mangoes, or whatever delidous 
morsel it might have been. As for me, I couldn't resist 
those seductions. I made my little purchases and with- 
drew to the seaside, where I could break my fast by sun- 
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rise, and enjoy comparative qniet. Taboo grinned in 
the market-place till he was weary of the applause 
showered upon him by the ungodly^ who made light of 
his irreparable misfortune and took pleasure in his 
misery. He hunted me up, or, rather, stumbled upon 
me again, and stayed by me, amusing himself with pelt- 
ing the fish that sported, like sunbeams and prisms, in 
the sea dose at our feet. 

It was fite^j in Tahiti. I sat, at sunrise, by the 
tideless margin of a South Sea lagoon, bristling with 
coral and glittering with gem-like fish. In either hand 
I held a mango and banana. I raised the mango to my 
lips. What a marvel it was I A plump vegetable egg, 
fall of delusion, and stufied with a homy seed nearly as 
large as itself. It had a fragrance as of oils and syrups; 
it purged sweet-scented and resinous gums. Its hide 
was, perhaps, too tough for convenience, but its inner 
lusciousness tempted me to persevere in the consump- 
tion of it. With much difficulty I broke the skin. 
Honey of Hymettus I It seemed as though the very 
marrow of the tropics were about to intoxicate my 
palate. Alas, for the hopes of youthfal inexperience ! 
What was so fair to see proved but a meagre mouthful 
of saturated wool; that colossal and homy seed asserted 
itself everywhere. The more I strove to handle it with 
caution, the more slippery and unmanageable it became. 
It shot into my beard, it leaped lightiy into my shirt- 
bosom, and skated over the palms of both hands. Small 
rivulets of liquor trickled down my sleeves, making dis- 
agreeable puddles at both elbows. My fingers were 
webbed together in a glutinous mass. My whole front 
was in a shocking state of smear. My teetii grew weary 
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of combing oat the beguiling threads of the fruit. The 
thing seemed^ to my imagination, a small, flat head, 
covered with short, blond hair, profiisely saturated with 
some sweet sort of ointment, that I had despaired of 
feasting on; and I was not sorry when the slippery stone 
sprang out of my grasp, and peppered itself with seansand. 

I knew that there still remained to me a morsel that 
was of itself fit food for the gods. I poised aloft, with 
satisfaction, the rare-ripe banana, beautiful to the eye 
as a nugget of purest gold. The pliant petals were 
pouting at the top of the fruit. I readily turned them 
back, fonning a unique and convenient gilded salver 
for the column of flaky manna that was, as yet, swathed 
in lace-like folds. These gauzy ribbons fell from it 
almost of their own accord, and hung in fleecy festoons 
about it. 

Here was a repast of singularly appropriate mouldy 
being about the size of a respectable mouth, and con- 
taining just enough mouthfols to temporarily satisfy the 
appetite. Not a morsel of it but was fall of mellowness, 
and sweet flavour, and fragrance. Not an atom of it 
was wasted ; for, no sooner had I thrown aside the 
cool, clean, flesh-like case, than it was made way with 
by a fowl, that had, no doubt, been patiently awaiting 
that abundant feast. 

Mangoes and bananas I Their very names smack of 
shady gardens, that know no harsher premonition of 
death than the indolent and natural decay of all things. 
The nostril is excited with the thought of them ; the 
palate grows moist and yearns for them ; and the soul 
feasts itself, for a moment, with a memory of mangoes 
and bananas past, whose perfection was but another 
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proof of immortaliiy, since it is impossible ever to forget 
them individually* Mangoes and bananas I the prime 
favourites at Nature's most bountiM board; the realiza- 
tion of a dream of the orchards of the Hesperides ; alike 
excellent, jet so vastly dissimilar in their excellences, 
it seems almost incredible that the same beneficent Pro- 
vidence can have created the two fruits I 

It was the memorable 15th of August, 1870 ; but I 
have reason to believe that the bananas were no better 
on that particular occasion than almost always in their 
own latitude. The 15ih of August, — where was the 
Emperor then? I forget ; I know that we rejoiced in 
the blissful confidence that we were to have a grand 
time at all hazards. There were guns at sunrise from 
ship and shore ; a grand national procession of French 
and Tahitians to High Mass at 10.30 ; guns — ^twenty- 
one of them — ^together with the ringing of bells, and a 
salute of flags, at the elevation of the Host, so that you 
would have known the supreme moment had you been 
miles away. Then came a sumptuous public breakfast 
for the Frenchmen ; and, for the natives, games of 
several sorts. 

Taboo and I, having properly observed the more 
solemn ceremonials of the day, gave ourselves up to the 
full enjoyment of these latter diversions. There was a 
greased pole, with shining cups ; and flowing prints, 
both useful and ornamental, hung at the top of it. 
Several naked and superbly built fellows shinned up it 
with infinite difficulty, and were so fatigued when they 
got there, they were only too willing to clutch the first 
article within reach, which was, of course, the least 
desirable, and scarcely worth the trouble of getting. O, 
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sneh magnifioent grouping at the foot of the pole, as the 
athletes shouldered one another in a sort of cooperative 
experiment at getting np sooner ; such struggles to rise 
a little above the heads of the impatient climbers beneath 
as made the aspiring Kanack qnite pale — ^that is, green- 
ish yellow ; such losing of grips, and fainting of hearts, 
and slidings back to earth in the midst of taunts and 
jeers, but all in the best of humours and the hottest of 
suns I such novelties as these were a very great delight 
to Taboo and myself. He, however, didn't deign to 
laugh heartily : he merely smiled in a superior manner 
that seemed to imply that he knew of something that 
was twice as much fun and not half the trouble, but he 
didn't choose to disclose it. He nearly always seemed 
to know as much as any ten of us ; and it was like an 
assumption of innocence, that queer, vacant expression 
of his face. I'm not sure that he was not possessed of 
some rare instinct beyond our comprehension, which 
was to him an abundant compensation for the fragmen- 
tary body he was obhged to trundle al out. 

Early in the afternoon, there were fresh arrivals in 
the bay : two mammoth double war-canoes, of fifty 
paddles each, came in from a remote sea-district ; they 
were the very sort of water-monsters that went out to 
greet my illustrious predecessor. Captain Cook, nearly 
a century ago. Taboo and I were only too glad to sit 
meekly among the ten thousand spectators that black- 
ened tiie great sweep of the shore, while these savages 
matched their prowess. With one vigorous plunge of 
the paddles the canoes sprang from the beach into the 
watery arena. How strange they looked 1 Long, low 
sides, scarce eight inches above water, and stained like 
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fish-scales ; big, yawning jaws in their snakelike heads, 
and the toil of a dragon in their wakes ; every man of 
the hundred stripped to the skin and bareheaded ; their 
brawny bodies glistening in the sun as thongh they had 
been oiled, while, with mechanical accuracy, the crews 
beat the water with their paddles, and chanted their 
guttural chants, with the sea ^shing and foaming 
under them. The race was a tie ; perhaps it was fortu- 
nate that it proved so. I fear if one crew had beaten 
the other crew the breadth of a paddle, that other would 
have lain to and eaten that one right under our very 
eyes. They had their songs of triumph, both sounding 
the chorus, during which they drummed with their 
paddles on the sides of their canoes, till the frail things 
shivered and groaned in genuine misery. Then they 
renewed the race, because they couldn't possibly be still 
for a moment ; and they looked like a brace of masto- 
don centipedes trying to get out of the water, with 
death hissing in their throats. 

The evening of the great day was drawing to a close. 
Taboo and I again went out into the narrow, green 
lanes of Papeete, seeking what we might devour with 
all our eyes and ears. They were very charming, those 
long arbours of densely leaved trees, with little tropical 
vignettes set in the feriher end of them. It was almost 
like getting a squint through the wrong end of a tele- 
scope, pointed toward some fairy-land or other. As it 
grew dark, a thousand ready hands began illuminating 
the avenues that lead to the Governor's house. Up and 
down its deep verandah swung ropes of lanterns; and as 
the guards at the garden-gate presented arms at the 
approach of the Admiral, or some distinguished and 
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decorated foreigner, the strains of Strauss, delicionsly 
played, filled the illuminated grove with an air of 
romance that was very Oriental in its mellowness, and 
quickened every foot ihat was so happy as to touch the 
soil of Tahiti in so fortunate an hour. On every part 
of the public lawns the revels were conducted after the 
native &shion. Bands of singeirs and dancers sang and 
danced in the streets, and were frequently rewarded 
with liberal potations. Taboo looked on as amiably as 
usual, and for some time as passively also; but there 
was something intoxicating in the air, and it began to 
have a visible effect upon him. It was not long before 
he gtrove to emulate the singers. St. Cecilia I what a 
song was his! I could scarcely endure to hear that 
royal jester striving to tune his inhannonious voice to 
the glib though monotonous Tahitian madrigals. I 
walked away by myself, or rather went into another 
part of the village, and sought a change of scene; for 
there was no seclusion to be hoped for on a /e!^e-night. 

From the Governor's halls came the entrancing har- 
mony of flutes and harps; from every lane and alley the 
piping of nose-fifes and the droning of nasal chorals; 
from the sea rolled in the deep, hoarse booming of the 
reef, the rhythmical plash of oars, or the clear, prolonged 
cry of some one in the watery distance hailing some one 
dose at hand. Even so savage and picturesque a spec- 
tacle as this gre\^' wearisome after a time, and I turned 
my steps toward a place of shelter, and suggested to 
myself sleep. 

In one lane was a throng of natives, wilder in their 
demonstrations of joy than all the others. My curiosity 
was excited, and I hastened to join them. Having with 
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some difficulty wedged my way into the front row of 
spectators^ I beheld the subject of their riotous applause. 
In the centre of a small ring was an ungainly figure, 
writhing in grotesque contortions; tom-toms were being 
beaten with diabolical energy and wildness; flutes and 
shrill voices were chiming in rapid and bewildering 
chromatics; the audience— rthe half-crazed and utterly 
inhuman audience — ^gloated over the shocking spectacle 
with devilish delight. In one moment I comprehended 
all : Taboo, overcome by the general and unusual 
excitement, had succumbed to its depraving influences; 
and, unable longer to control himself, he was broadly 
burlesquing, in his helplessness, one of the national 
dances. Music had at last reached his impenetrable 
soul, awakened his long-slumbering sympathies, and 
found him her willing slave. A pity that some diviner 
strain had not first led him captive, that he might have 
been spared this disgrace I 

I saw his unhappy body ambling to the shame of all. 
I saw those pitiful, unshapen shoulders undulating in 
vain attempts at passional expression; the helpless arm 
waving at every movement of the body, while the 
withered hand spun like a whirligig above his ears; his 
eyes, having lost their accustomed mild light, stared 
distractedly about, seeking rescue and protection, as I 
thought. In a few moments I attracted his notice, 
though he seemed but partly to recognize me. There 
was his usual uncertain recognition grown more doubt- 
ful, — ^nay, even hopeless, — ^as his face betrayed. Again 
I caught his eye: I felt that but one course was left 
me, and at once I aimed my finger at him. He winced 
in his delirious dance. I coiled it round and round, 
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weaving airy circle within drde; quicker and quicker 
I wove my spell, and at last shot the whole hand at him, 
as though I would run him through. He doubled, like 
one struck with a &tal blow, and went to the ground 
all of a senseless heap. There was a disturbance in the 
audience. Some of them thought I had bewitched Taboo ; 
and it behoved me to go at once, rather than seek to 
make explanation of the singular result of my presence 
there. I went, and spent a dull night, accusing myself 
of being the possible spiritual murderer of Taboo. I had 
no business to bring him to the metropolis at that 
unfortunate season ; I had no right to leave him with 
his traducers: and that was the whole statement of the 
case. 

The last day of the fite was, of course, less joyous to 
me. A score of nameless nags were to be ridden by 
light-weights in breech-doths ; and I sought consolation 
in the prospect of seeing some bewitching horsemanship. 
The track, in use but once every twelvemonth, and 
yielding annually a young orchard of guava trees, pre- 
sented to the astonished gaze of the foreign sporting 
gentleman who happened to be on the ground — ^if, 
indeed, there was such an one present — ^a half-mile 
course, with numerous stones and hollows relieving its 
surface, while the rope that enclosed it kept giving way 
every few moments, letting in a mixed multitude among 
the half-broken horses. 

The Queen was present at the races, — Pomare, whose 
life has been one long, sorrowful romance ; the Admiral 
was also there; and many a petty officer, with abundant 
gilt and tinsel. At a signal f^om the trumpeter the 
horses were entered unannounced, and everybody betted 
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wildly. One little African- jockey, mounted upon the 
cleverest piece of flesh and blood in the field, called for 
the larger stakes; and he would certainly have won, but 
for an unavoidable accident : the little African was 
pressing in on the home-stretch, and everything looked 
lovely for the winning mare, when, unluckily, she put 
her nigh leg in a crab hole, and snapped her shin-bone 
square off. The undaunted little African tried his best 
to finish the heat on his own responsibility, and went off 
into the air in fine siyle, but missed his calculation, and 
burrowed about three lengths from the goal. His neck 
was driven in nearly up to the ears, and the mare had 
to be shot ; but the races went mercilessly on until a 
tremendous thunder-storm flooded the track and washed 
the population back to town. Dance after dance con- 
sumed the afternoon hours ; and song upon song, eter- 
nally reiterated, finally failed to create any special 
enthusiasm. 

I saw no further traces of Taboo. Again and again 
I followed knots of the curious into the larger native 
houses, where the lascivious dances were given with the 
utmost abandon; thither, I suspected. Taboo would 
most likely be impelled, for the music was wilder and 
the applause more boisterous and unrestrained. 

The evening of the last day of the f^ was darken- 
ing ; most people were growing a little weary of the 
long-drawn festivities; many had succumbed to their 
fatigue, and slept by the wayside, or, it may be, they 
had known too well the nature of the Tahitian juices, 
such as no man may drink and not fall. 

The palace of Pomare — a great, hollow, incomplete 
shell, whose windows have never been glazed, and whose 
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doors hare never been hung — wats the scene of ihe con- 
duding ceremonials of the season. The long verandahs 
were thickly hung with numberless paper lanterns, 
swinging continually in the sofi; night winds that stole 
down from the starlit slopes of Fautahua^ the broad 
lawns in front of the palace were blocked out in squares^ 
like the map of a liliputian city. Each one of these 
plats was set apart for a band of singers, and there were 
as many bands as districts in Tahiti Mid Moorea, toge- 
ther with delegations from islands more remote. Soon 
the choruses began to assemble. Choirs of fifly voices 
each, male and female, led by tight-headed drums and 
screaming fifes, drew towards the palace gardens, and 
were formally admitted by the proper aathorities, who 
were very much swollen with the pomp of office, and, 
perhaps, a little sprinkle of the exhilarating accompa- 
niments of the season. One after another the white- 
robed processions approached — each fresh arrival looking 
more like the chorus in ^^ Norma " than the last, though 
it then seemed impossible that any Druid could presume 
to appear more gracefully ghostlike. Each singer wore 
a plume of cocoa leaves, whose feathers were more lovely 
than the downy wands of the ostrich. They were made 
of knots of long, slender ribbons, softer than satin, veined 
like clouded silver, as transparent as the dearest isin- 
glass, and as delicate as the airiest gauze. 

Out of the core of the palm tree, in the midst of its 
rich, dark mass of foliage, springs a tuft of leaves as 
tender as the first sprouts of a lily bulb. These budding 
leaves are careftdly removed, split edgewise, and the 
enamelled sheets laid open to the sun ; then, with tlie 
thumb-nail, passed skilftdly over the inner surface, a 
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filmy membrane is separated, and spread in the air to 
dry. A single tree yields but a small cluster of these 
pide, doad-like leaves, scarcely a handful in all, yet the 
tree withers when they pluck the heart of it. It is the 
very soul of the southern pahn. with every Ufe spiritual 
ized, and looking vapoury aTtangible moonlight. 

The leader of the concert having challenged the 
choruses from the verandah of the palace, at once twenty 
choirs struck into their particular anthem with the ut- 
most zeal. A discord about six acres in extent was the 
result. It seemed as though each choir was seeking 
whom it might drown out with superior vocal compass 
and volume. With much diflSculiy the several bands of 
singers were persuaded to await their turn for a solo 
effort that might be listened to with no small degree of 
pleasure. From time to time, during the entire evening, 
some obstreperous chorus would break loose, spite of 
every precaution ; and it had always to sing itself out 
before order could be restored. Taboo would have tho- 
roughly enjoyed these two thousand singers, each singing 
his or her favourite roundelay, independent of all laws 
of time and melody. He might have been there, as it 
was, offering his inharmonious chant with the mob of 
contestants. 

By the time the series of prize-songs had been sung, 
the sky grew cloudy, and the torches began to flicker in 
the increasing wind ; a few great drops of rain spat 
down in the midst of the singers, and the reef moaned 
loudly, like the baying of signal guns. It was ominous 
of coming storms. At the climax of a choral revolution, 
in which every man's voice seemed raised against his 
neighbour's^ a roar as of approaching armies was heard 
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mingled with the acoompanymg crash of artilleiy. A 
sudden pnff of wind extinguished the major part of the 
torches, and wrecked many of the lanterns in the palace 
porch. It was simply a tropical shower in all its magni- 
ficence ; bat it was enough ! The f^ concluded then 
and there in the promptest manner. The narrow streets 
of Papeete were clogged with retreating hosts, who con- 
tinually shouted a sort of general adieu to everybody, as 
ihey gathered tJieir skirts about them, and, with shoes 
in hand, turned their bare feet homeward. 

Since the end had at last come, and I had no further 
claims upon the people, nor the people upon me, — ^if, 
indeed, either of us were ever anything in particular to 
one another, — I drifted with the majority, and soon 
found myself in the suburban wilderness that girdles 
the small capital of the queendom. I wandered on till 
the noise of the revellers grew more and more indistinct. 
They were scattering themselves over the length and 
breadth of the island, carrying their songs with them. 
Now and then a fresh gust of wind bore down to me an 
echo of a refrain that had grown familiar during the 
days of the ffte, and will not soon be forgotten ; but the 
past was rapidly fading, and the necessities of the ftiture 
began to present themselves with unusual boldness. 
Instinctively I turned into the winding trail that once 
before had led me toward that mysterious mountain 
sacristy, over whose font fell the spiritual and dream- 
like rivulet whose baptismal virtues Taboo and I had 
sought together. I felt certain that I could find it 
without guidance ; for the broken clouds let slip such 
floods of moonlight as made day of darkness, and ren- 
dered the smallest landmark easily distiuguishable. 
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I paused for rest in the bread-fruit grove where first I 
met with my weird companion. Presently I resumed 
my pilgrimage, wending my way toward the slender 
path that led through fern, forest, and bamboo-jungle, 
to ijie crystal lake and waterfall. lu vain I sought it ; 
the slightest traces of the trail seemed obliterated. I 
wandered tip and down the winding way, till I was in 
despair of finding the slightest clue to the mystery. I 
sat down and thought how a slight accident of forgetM- 
ness was lending a sense of enchantment to the whole 
valley, when I heard a stumbling step, too marked to 
be soon forgotten. I crept into a shadow, and awaited 
the approach of the solitary wanderer. How he tottered 
as he drew near I He seemed to have lost part of his 
«mall skill since I last saw him. He was laughing 
quietly to himself while he journeyed : perhaps some 
memory of the fibt still pleased him. He passed me, 
unconscious of my presence. I ran cautiously, and fol- 
lowed him at a safe distance. We threaded the old 
path, by stream and diff and brake, and, after a little, 
reached the secluded and silent borders of Ae lake. 
Olice or twice he had heard me as I brushed past the 
bamboos or a twig snapped under foot, but those forest- 
sounds scarcely disconcerted him ; he was too well used 
to them. He paused at the margin of the lake, stooped 
awkwardly and drank of it, went a little to one side 
where an outlet fed the torrent we had forded some dia- 
tance down the valley, and there he bathed* Having 
started once or twice, as though with some remembered 
and definite purpose, he paused a moment or two, looked 
about him helplessly, and returned to the foot of the great 
tree where we slept the first night of our acquaintance. 
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There was a faint suggestion of the fall across the 
sombre breast of the diff opposite, but whether it were 
real or a delusion, I could scarcely determine. Taboo 
was soon asleep among the roots of the banyan ; and I, 
weary of seeking some revelation of the island mys» 
teries, lay down near him, and graduaDy sank into un^ 
consciousness. Once in the night I awoke : the doqds 
had blown over, and the moon was more resplendent 
than I ever remember to have seen it. Out on the 
mossy rim of the lake stood Taboo, gating wistfully 
upon the mountains. Instinctively my eyes followed 
his, and there I beheld the waterfall in all its glory, 
leaping, like a ray of light, from the bosom of the sky, 
I could scarcely determine whether or no it really fell 
into the lake, for the foliage about its shores was too 
profuse. It flashed like handfiils of diamond-dust 
thrown into the light, and descended as noiselessly and 
airily as vapour. 

The clouds soon gathered again. I slept, overcome 
with weariness; and when I awoke at dawn. Taboo was 
missing, as well aft all traces of the fall. This, however, 
scarcely surprised me, for I bad grown to look upon it 
as some lunar effect that came and went with the in-* 
creasing or decreasing splendour of the moon ; or it 
might have been the short-lived offspring of the showers 
that sweep over the island at uncertain intervals. It 
was probably the only dramatic result to be looked for 
in the career of Taboo. You never can depend upon 
one of those veering minds, whose north-star has burned 
out in oblivion. I believe it was his destiny to disappear 
with that rainbow, and, perhaps, return with it when the 
fall should noiselessly steal down the mountain once more. 
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He may have had an object in secreting himself for a 
season; perhaps he was renewing his youthful innocence 
in some more solitary spot. He may have gone apart to 
laugh by the hour at the folly of those foreigners who 
fite a disgraced emperor ; or was he making his queer 
noises to hear the queerer echoes that came back to 
him, and aU the while caring no more for life or death 
than a parrot or a magpie, or even a poor, halfnshapen 
Boul, — one of those sacred idiots that have found wor- 
shippers before now, and never yet failed to awaken a 
chord of sympathy in the heart that is fashioned after 
the Divine pattern of the Son of God ? 




\ 



JOE OF LAHAINA. 



I. 




WAS stormed in at Lahaina. Now, Lahaina 
is a little slice of civilization, beached on the 
shore of barbarism. One can easily stand 
that Utile of it, for brown and brawiy hea- 
thendom becomes more wonderful and captivating by- 
contrast. So I was glad of dear, drowsy, little Lahaina ; 
and was glad, also, that she had but one broad street, 
which possibly led to destruction, and yet looked lovely 
in the distance. It didn't matter to me that the one 
broad street had but one side to it ; for the sea lapped 
over the sloping sands on its lower edge, and the sun 
used to set right in the face of every solitary citizen of 
Lahaina, just as he went to supper. 

I was waiting to catch a passage in a passing schooner, 
and that's why I came there ; but the schooner flashed 
by us in a great gale from the south, and so I was 
stormed in indefinitely. 

It was Holy Week, and I concluded to go to house- 
keeping, because it would be so nice to have my frugal 
meals in private, to go to mass and vespers daily, and 
then to come back and feel quite at home. My villa was 
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suburban, — built of dried grasses on the model of a hay- 
stack, dug out in the middle, with doors and windows 
let into the four sides thereof. It was planted in the 
midst of a vineyard, with avenues stretching in all direc- 
tions, under a network of stems and tendrils. . 

^' Her breath Ib sweeter than the sweet winds 
That breathe over the grape-blossoms of Lahaina." 

So the song said ; and I began to think upon the sur- 
passing sweetness of that breath, as I inhaled the sweet 
winds of Lahaina, while the wilderness of its vineyards 
blossomed like the rose. I used to sit in my verandah 
and turn to Joe (Joe was my private and confidential 
servant), and I would say to Joe, while we scented the 
i^our of grape, and saw the great banana-leaves waving 
their cambric sails, and heard the sea moaning in the 
melancholy distance,^ — I would say to him, " Joe, house- 
keeping is good fun, isn't it? " Whereupon Joe would 
titter a sort of unanimous Yes, with his whole body and 
soul ; so that question was carried triumphantly, and we 
would relapse into a comfortable silence, while the voices 
of the wily singers down on the city front would whisper 
to us, and cause us to wonder what they could possibly 
be doing at that moment in the broad way that led to 
destruction. Then we would take a drink of cocoa-milk, 
and finish our bananas, and go to bed, because we had 
nothing else to do. 

This is the way that we began our co-operative house- 
keeping : One night, when there was a riotous sort of 
a festival ofi^ in a retired valley, I saw, in the excited 
throng of natives who were going mad over their na^ 
tional dance, a young face that seemed to embody a 
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whole tropical romance. On another night, when a lot 
of us were bathing in the moonlight, I saw a figure so 
fresh and joyous that I began to realize how thd old 
Greeks could worship mere physical beauty and forget 
its higher forms. Then I discovered that face on this 
body, — a rare enough combination,— and the whole con- 
stituted Joe, a young scapegrace who was schooling at 
Lahaina, under the eye — -not a very sharp one — of his 
uncle. When I got sbormed in, and resolved on house- 
keeping for a season, I took Joe, bribing his uncle to 
keep the peace, which he promised to do, provided I 
gave bonds for Joe's irreproachable conduct while with 
me. I willingly gave bonds — ^verbal ones— -for this was 
just what I wanted of Joe : namely, to instil into his 
youthful naind those counsels which, if rigorously fol- 
lowed, must result in his becoming a true and unterrified 
American. This compact settied, Joe took up his bed, — 
a roll of mats,-— and down we marched to my villa, and 
began housekeeping in good earnest. 

We soon got settled, and began to enjoy life, though 
fve were not without occasional domestic infelicities. 
For instance, Joe would wake up in the middle of the 
night, declaring to me that it vtas morning, and there- 
tipon insist upon sweeping out at once, and in the most 
vigorous manner. Having filled the air with dust, he 
would rash oflF to the baker's for our hot rolls and a pat 
of breakfast butter, leaving me, meantime, to recover as 
I might. Having settled myself for a comfortable hour's 
reading, bolstered up in a luxurious fashion, Joe would 
enter with breakfast, and orders to the efiect that it be 
eaten at once and without delay. It was useless for me 
to remonstrate with him : he was tvrannical. 
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He involved me in all manner of difEcolties. It was 
Holy Week, and I had resolved upon going to mass and 
vespers dailj. I went. The soft night-winds floated in 
through the latticed windows of the chapel, and made 
the candles flicker upon the altar. The little throng of 
natives bowed in the impressive silence, and were deeply 
moved. It was rest for the soul to be there ; yet, in 
the midst of it, while the Father, with his pale, sad face, 
gave his instructions, to which we listened as attentively 
as possible, — for there was something in his manner and 
his voice that made us better creatures, — ^while we lis- 
tened, in the midst of it I heard a shrill little whistle, a 
sort of chirp, that I knew perfectly well. It was Joe, 
sitting on a cocoa-stump in the garden adjoining, and 
beseeching me to come out, right ofll When service 
was over, I remonstrated with him for his irreverence. 
"Joe," I said, "if you have no respect for religion 
yourself, respect those who are more fortunate than 
you." But Joe was dressed in his best, and quite wild 
at the entrancing loveliness of the night. " Let's walk 
a little," said Joe, covered with fragrant wreaths, and 
redolent of cocoanut-oil. What could I do ? If I had 
tried to do anything to the contrary, he might have 
taken me and thrown me away somewhere into a well, 
or a jungle, and then I could no longer hope to touch 
the chord of remorse, — ^which chord I sought vainly, 
and which I have since concluded was not in Joe's phy- 
sical corporation at all. So we walked a little. In vain 
I strove to break Joe of the shocking habit of whistling 
me out at vespers. He would persist in doing it. More- 
over, during the day he would colleot crusts of bread and 
banana-skins, station himself in ambush behind the cur- 
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tain of the window next the lane, and, as some solitary 
creature strode solemnly past, Joe would discharge a 
volley of ammunition over him, and then laugh immo- 
derately at his indignation and surprise. Joe was my 
pet elephant, and I was obliged to play with him very 
cautiously. 

One morning he disappeared. I was without the con- 
solations of a breakfast, even. I made my toilet, went 
to my portmanteau for my purse, — ^for I had decided 
upon a visit to the baker, — ^when lo ! part of my slender 
means had mysteriously disappeared. Joe was gone, 
and the money also. All day I thought about it. In 
the morning, after a very long and miserable night, I 
woke up, and when I opened my eyes, there, in the 
doorway, stood Joe, in a brand-new suit of clothes, in- 
cluding boots and hat. He was gorgeous beyond de- 
scription, and seemed overjoyed to see me, and as merry 
as though nothing unusual had happened. I was quite 
startled at this apparition. " Joseph ! " I said in my 
severest tones, and then turned over and looked away 
from him. Joe evaded the subject in the most delicate 
manner, and was never so interesting as at that moment. 
He sang his specialities, and played clumsily upon his 
bamboo flute, — ^to soothe me, I suppose, — and wanted 
me to eat a whole flat pie which he had brought home 
as a peace-ofiering, buttoned tightly under his jacket. 
I saw I must strike at once, if I struck at aU ; so I 
said, " Joe, what on earth did you do with that money ?" 
Joe said he had replenished his wardrobe, and bought 
the flat pie especially for me. " Joseph," I said, with 
great dignity, " do you know that you have been steal- 
ing, and that it is highly sinful to steal, and may result 
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in something unpleasant in the world to come ? " Joe 
said, " Yes," pleasantly, though I hardly think he meant 
it ; and then he added, mildly, " that \lq couldn't lie," — 
which was a glaring falsehood,—^' but wanted me to be 
sure that he took the money, and so had come back to 
tell me." 

*^ Joseph," I said, "you remind me of our noble 
Washington "; and, to my amazement, Joe was morti- 
fied. He didn't, of course, know who Washington was, 
but he suspected that I was ridiculing him. He came 
to the bed and haughtily insisted upon my taking the 
little change he had received from his customers, but I 
iinplored him to keep it, as I had no use at all for it, 
and, as I assured him> I much preferred hearing it jingle 
in his pocket. 

The next day I sailed out of Lahaina, and Joe came 
to the beach with his new trousers tucked into his new 
boots, while he waved his new hat violently in a final 
adieu, much to the envy and admiration of a score of 
hatless urchins, who looked upon Joe as the glass of 
fashion, and but little lower than the angels. When I 
entered the boat to set sail, a tear stood in Joe's bright 
eye, and I think he was really sorry to part with me ; 
and I don't wonder at it, because our housekeeping 
experiences were new to himj — ^and, I may add, not un- 
profitable. 
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IL 

Some months of mellow and beautiful weather found 
me wandering here and there among the islands, when 
the gales came on again, and I, was driven about home- 
less, and sometimes friendless, nntil^ by-and-by, I heard 
of an opportunity to visit Molokai,— an island seldom 
visited by the tourist,— where, perhaps, I could get a 
close view of a singularly sad and interesting colony of 
lepers. 

The whole island is green, but lonely. As you ride 
over its excellent turnpike, you see the ruins of a nation 
that is passing, like a shadow, out of sight. Deserted 
garden-patches, crumbling walls, and roofs tumbled into 
the one stateK^hamber of the house, while knots of long 
grass wave at halfmast in the chinks and crannies. A 
land of great traditions^ of magic, and witchcrafb, and 
spirits. A fertile and fragrant solitude. How I en- 
joyed it ; and yet how it was all telling upon me, in 
its own way 1 One cannot help feeling sad there, for 
he seems to be living and moving in a long reverie, out 
of which he dreads to awaken to a less pathetic life. I 
rode a day or two among the solemn and reproachful 
ruins with inexpressible complacence, and, having finally 
climbed a series of verdant and downy hills, and ridden 
for twenty minutes in a brisk shower, came suddenly 
upon the brink of a great precipice, three thousand feet 
in the air. My horse instinctively braced himself, and 
I nervously jerked the bridle square up to my breast- 
bone, as I found we were poised between heaven and 
earth, upon a trembling pinnacle of rock. A broad 
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peninsular was stretched below me, covered with grassy 
hills ; here and there clusters of brown huts were 
visible, and to the right, the white dots of houses to 
which I was hastening, for that was the leper village. 
To that spot were the wandering and afflicted tribes 
brought home to die. Once descending the narrow 
stairs in the cliff under me, never again could they hope 
to strike their tents and resume their pilgrimage ; for 
the curse was on them, and necessity had narrowed 
down their sphere of action to this compass, — a solitary 
slope between sea and land, with the invisible sentinels 
of Fear and Fate for ever watching its borders. 

I seemed to be looking into a fiery furnace, wherein 
walked the living bodies of those whom Death had 
already set his seal upon. What a mockery it seemed 
to be climbing down that crag, — ^through wreaths of 
vine, and under leafy cataracts breaking into a foam of 
blossoms a thousand feet below me ; swinging aside the 
hanging parasites that obstructed the narrow way, — 
entering tiie valley of death, and the very mouth of hell, 
by these floral avenues I 

A brisk ride of a couple of miles across the breadth 
of the peninsula brought me to the gate of the keeper 
of the settlement, and there I dismounted, and hastened 
into the house, to be rid of the curious crowd that had 
gathered to receive me. The little cottage was very 
comfortable, my host and hostess friends of precious 
memory ; and with them I felt at once at home, and 
began the new life that every one begins when the 
earth seems to have been suddenly transformed into 
some better or worse world, and he alone survives the 
transformation. 
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Have you never had such an experience ? Then go 
into the midst of a community of lepers ; have ever 
before your eyes their Gorgon-like faces ; see the 
horrors, hardly to be recognized as human, that grope 
about you ; listen in vain for the voices that have been 
hushed for ever by decay ; breathe the tainted atmo- 
sphere ; and bear ever in mind that, while they hover 
about you, — forbidden to touch you, yet longing to 
clasp once more a hand that is perfect and pure, — ^the 
insidious seeds of the malady may be generating in your 
vitals, and your heart, even then, be drunk wiih death ! 

I might as well confess that I slept indifferently the 
first night ; that I was not entirely free from nervous- 
ness the next day, as I passed through the various 
wards assigned to patients in every stage of decomposi-^ 
tion. But I recovered myself in time to observe the 
admirable system adopted by the Hawaiian government 
for the protection of its unfortunate people. I used to 
sit by the window and see the processions of the less 
afflicted come for little measures of milk, morning and 
evening. Then there was a continuous raid upon the 
ointment-pot, with the contents of which they delighted 
to anoint themselves. Trifling disturbances sometimes 
brought the plaintiff and defendant to the front gate, 
for final judgment at the hands of their beloved keeper. 
And it was a constant entertainment to watch the pro- 
gress of events in that singular little world of doomed 
eqpirits. They were not unhappy. I used to hear them 
singing every evening : their souls were singing while 
iheir bodies were felling rapidly to dust. They con- 
tinued to play their games, as well as they could play 
ihem with the loss of a finger joint or a toe, from week 
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to week : it is thus gradually and thus slowly that they 
died, feeling their voices growing fainter and their 
strength less, as the idle days {xassed over them and 
swept them to the tomb. 

Sitting at the window on the second evening, as the 
patients came up for milk, I observed one of them 
watching me intently, and apparently trying to make 
me understand something or other, but what that some- 
thing was I could not guess. He rushed to the .keeper 
and talked excitedly with him for a moment, and then 
withdrew to one side of tibe gate and waited till the 
others were served with their milk, still watching me all 
the while. Then the keeper entered and told me 1k)w I 
had a friend out there who wished to speak with me, — 
some one who had seen me somewhere, he supposed, but 
whom I would hardly remember. It was their way 
never to forget a face- they had once become familiar 
witL Out I went. There was a face I could not have 
recognized as anytUng frigidly or human. Knots of 
flesh stood out upon it ; scar upon scar disfigured it. 
The expression was like that of a mummy, stony and 
withered. The outlines of a youthful figure were 
preserved, but the hands and feet were pitiful to look at. 
What was this ogre that knew me and loved me still ? 

He soon told me who he once had been, but was no 
longer. Our little, unfortunate *^ Joe," my Lahaina 
charge. In his case the disease had spread with fearful 
rapidity : the keeper thought he could hardly survive 
the year. Many linger year after year, and cannot 
die : but Joe was more fortunate. His life had been 
brief and passionate, and death was now hastening him 
to his dissolution. 
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Joe was forbidden to come near me^ so he croaohed 
down \yj ihe fence, and pressing his hands between the 
pickets sifted the dnst at my feet, while he wailed, in a 
low voice, and called me, over and over, " dear friend," 
"good friend," and "master." I wish I had never 
seen him so hnmbled. To think of my disreputable 
little protegiy who was wont to lord it over me as 
though he had been a bom chief, — ^to think of Joe as 
being there in his extremity, grovelling in the dnst at 
my feet ; forbidden to dimb the great wall of flowers 
that towered between him and his beantiAil world, while 
the rongh sea lashed the coast about him, and his only 
companions were such hideous foes as would frighten 
one out of a dream I 

How I wanted to get dose to him ! but I dared not ; 
so we sat there with the slats of the fence between us, 
while we talked very long in ihe twilight ; and I was 
glad when it grew so dark that I could no longer see 
his &ce, — ^his terrible &ce, that came to kill the memory 
of his former beaufy. 

And Joe wondered whether I still remembered how 
we used to walk in the night, and go home, at last, to 
our little house when Lahaina was as still as death, and 
you could almost hear the great stars throbbing in the 
dear sky I How well I r^nembered it, and the day 
when we went a limg way down the beach, and, looking 
back, saw a wide curve of the land cutting the sea like 
a sickle, and turmng up a white and shining swath ! 
Then, in another place, a grove of cocoar-palms and a 
melandioly, monastic-looking building, with splendid 
pafan-brandies in its broad windows ; for it was just 
after Palm Sunday, and the building belonged to a 

8 
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Sisterhood. And I remembered how ihe clouds fell and 
the rain drove us into a sudden shelter^ and we ate 
tamarind-jam, spread thick on thin shoes of* bread, and 
were supremely happy. In this connection, I could not 
forget how Joe became very unruly about that time, 
and I got mortified, and found great difficulty in getting 
him home at all ; and yet the memory of it would have 
been perfect but for this fate. Joe 1 my poor, dear, 
terrible cobra ! to think that I should ever be afraid to 
look into your fiioe in my life I 

Joe wanted to call to my mind one other reminiscence, 
— ^a night when we two walked to the old wharf, and 
went out to the end of it, and sat there looking inland, 
watching the inky waves sUde up and down the beach, 
while the full moon rose over the superb mountains 
where the clouds were heaped like wool, and the very 
air seemed fiill of utterances that you could almost hear 
and understand but for something that made all a 
mystery. I tried then, if ever I tried in my life, to 
make Joe a Httle less bad than he was naturally, and 
he seemed nearly inclined to be better, and would, I 
think, have been so, but for the thousand temptations 
that gravitated to him when we got on soUd earth again. 
He forgot my precepts then, and I'm afraid I forgot 
them myself. Joe remembered that night vividly. I 
was touched to hear him confess it; and I pray earnestly 
that that one moment may plead for him in the last day, 
if, indeed, he needs any special plea other than that 
Nature has published for her own. 

^^ Sing for me, Joe," said I ; and Joe, still crouching 
on the other side of the lattice, sang some of his old 
songs. One of them, a popular melody, was echoed 
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through iihe litde settlement, where &,int voioes caught 
up the chorus, and the night was wildly and weirdly 
musical We walked by the sea the next day, and the day 
following that, Joe taking pains to stay on the leeward 
side of me, — ^he was so careftd to keep the knowledge 
of his fate uppermost in his mind : how could I dismiss 
it from my own, when it was branded in his counte- 
nance ? Hie desolated beauty of his face pleaded for 
measureless pity, and I gave it, out of my prodigality, 
yet felt that I could not begin to give sufficient. 

Link by link he was casting off his hold on life ; he 
was no longer a complete being ; his soul was pros- 
trated in the miry day, and waited, in agony, its long 
deliverance. 

In leaving the leper village, I had concluded to say 
nothing to Joe, other than the usual " alohxi " at night, 
when I could ride off, in the darkness, and, sleeping at 
the foot of the diff, ascend it in the first light of the 
morning, and get well on my journey before the heat of 
the day. We took a last walk by the rocks on the 
shore ; heard the sea breathing its long breath under 
the hoUow cones of kva, with a noise like a giant leper 
in his asthmatic agony. Joe heard it, and laughed a 
little, and then grew silent ; and finally said he wanted 
to leave the place, — ^he hated it ; he loved Lahaina 
dearly: how was everybody in Lahaina? — a question he 
had asked me hourly since my arrival. 

When night came I asked Joe to sing, as usual ; so 
he gathered his mates about him, and they sang the 
songs I liked best. The voices rang, sweeter than ever, 
up from the group of singers congregated a few rods 
off, in the darkness ; and while they sang, my horse 
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was saddled^ and I qnietly bade adieu to my dear 
friends, the keepers, and mounting, walked the horse 
slowly up the grass-grown road. I shall never see little 
Joe again, with his pitiful face, growing gradually as 
dreadful as a cobra^s, and ahnost as fesdnating in its 
hideousness. I waited, a little way off, in the darkness, J 

waited and listened, till the last song was ended, and I 
knew he would be looking for me, to say Oood-night. 
But he didnH find me ; and he will never again find me 
in this life, for I lefl him sitting in the dark door of his 
sepulchre, — sitting and singing in the mouth of his 
grave, — clothed all in death. 








THE NIGHT-DANCERS OF WAIPIO. 

* HE afternoon sun was tinting the snowy crest 
of Manna Kea, and folds of shadow were 



draping the sea-washed eastern difis of 
Hawaii^ as Felix and I endeavoured to 
persuade our fagged steeds that they must go and live, 
or stay and die in the middle of a lava-trail by no means 
inviting. As we rode, we thought of the scandal that 
had so recently regaled our too willing ears: here it is, 
in a mild solution, to be taken with three parts of dis- 
belief. 

Two venerable and warm-hearted missionaries, whose 
good works seemed to have found dissimilar expression, 
equally effective, I trust, proved their specialties to be 
church-building. 

Bev. Mr. A seemed to think Hie more the merrier, 
and his pretty little meeting-houses looked as though 
ihey had been baked in the lot, like a sheet of biscuits; 
while Bev. Mr. B condensed his efforts into the con- 
summation of one resplendent edifice. Mr. A was 
always wondering why Mr. B should waste his money 
in a single church, while Mr. B was nonplussed at 
seeing Mr. A break out in a rash of diminutive chapels. 
Well, Felix and I were riding northward up the coast. 
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over dozens and dozens of lovely ridges; through scores 
of deep gallles cnshioned with ferns as high as oar 
pommels, and fording numberless streams^ white with 
froth and hurry, eagerly seeking the most exquisite 
valley in the Pacific, as some call it. We rode till we 
Trere tired out twenly times over; again and again we 
looked forward to the bit of Mardi-life we were about 
to experience in the vale of the WaipiO) while now and 
then we passed one of Mr. A's pretty little churches. 
Once we were impatient enough to make inquiry of a 
native who was watching our progress with considerable 
emotion: there is always some one to watch you when 
you are wishing yourself at the North Pole. Our single 
spectator afiected an air of gravity, and seemed quite 
interested as he said, ^^ Go six or seven churches &rther 
on that trail, and you'll come to Waipio." On we went 
with renewed spirits, for the churches were frequent, 
almost within sight of each other. But we &ltered 
presently and lost our reckoning, they were so much 
alike. Again we asked our way of a solitary watcher 
on a hill-top, who had had his eye upon us ever since 
we rose above the rim of the third ridge back : he 
revealed to us the glad fact that we were only two 
churches from Paradise I How we tore over the rest 
of that straight and narrow way with the little life left 
to us, and came in finally all of a foam, &irly jumping 
the last Tnite of a chapel that hung upon the brink of 
the beautiful valley like a swallow's nest I And down 
we dropped into fifty fathoms of the sweetest twilight 
imaginable, — so sweet it seemed to have been bom of a 
wilderness of the night-blooming cereus and fed for ever 
on jasmine buds. 
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There were shelter and refreshment for two hungry 
sonlsy and we slid ont of oar saddles as though we had 
been boned expressly for a cannibal feast. 

By this time the rosy flush on Mauna Kea had faded, 
and its superb brow was pale with an unearthly pallor. 
"Come in," said the host; and he led us under the 
thatched gable, that was fragrant as new-mown hay. 
There we sat, " in," as he called it, though there was 
never a side to the concern thicker than a shadow. 

A stream flowed noiselessly at our feet. Canoes 
drifted by us, with dusky and nude forms bowed over 
the paddles. Each occupant greeted us, being guests 
in the valley, just lifting their slumberous eyelids,— 
masked batteries, that made Fehx forget his danger; 
they seldom paused, but called back to us from the 
gathering darkness with inexpressibly tender, contralto 
voices. 

In another apartment screened with vines we found 
our dinner ready. The feint flicker of the tapers sug- 
gested that what breath of air might be stirring came 
from the mountain, and it brought with it a message 
from the orangery up the valley. " How will you take 
your oranges?" queried Felix; "in pulp, liquid, or 
perfrmie ? " — ^and such a dense odour swept past us at 
the moment, I thought I had taken them in the triple 
forms. " You are just in time," said our host. " Why, 
what's up ? " asked I. " The moon will be up presently, 
and after moonrise you shall see the hvlar4iula.^^ 

Felix desired to be enlightened as to the nature of 
the what-you-call-it, and was assured that it was worth 
seeing, and would require no explanatory chorus when 
its hour came. 
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It was at least a mile to the scene of action; a tortu- 
ous stream wound ihithery navigable in spotS; bnt from 
time to time the canoe would haye to take to the bankf 
for a short eat into deeper water. 

^ I can never get there/' growled Felix ; ^^ I'm fiill 
of needles and pins ; " to which the host responded bj 
excusing himself for a few moments^ leaving Felix and 
me alone. It was deathly still in the vallej^ thoagh a 
thousand crickets sang, and the fish smacked their round 
mouths at the top of the water. Evening comes slowly 
in those beloved tropics, but it comes so satisfactorily 
that there is nothing left out. 

A moonlight night is a continuous festival. The 
natives sing and dance till daybreak, making it all up 
by sleeping till the next twilight Nothing is lost by 
this ingenious and admirable arrangement. Why should 
they sleep, when a night there has the very essence of 
five nights anywhere else, extracted and enriched with 
spices till it is so inspiring that the soul cries out in 
triumph, and the eyes couldn't sleep if they would ? 

At this period, enter to us the host, with several 
young native girls, who seat themselves at our feet, 
clasping each a boot-leg encasing the extremities of 
Felix and myself. 

Felix kicked violently, and left the room with some 
embarrassment, and I appealed to the hospitable gentle- 
man of the house, who was smiling somewhat audibly at 
our perplexiiy. 

He assured me that if I would throw myself upon the 
mats in the comer, two of these maids would speedily 
relieve me of any bodily pain I might at that moment 
be suffering with. 
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I did so: ihe two proceeded as set down in the verbal 
prospectus; and whatever bodily pain I may have pos- 
sessed at the beginning of the process speedily dwindled 
into insignificance by comparison with tlie tortures of 
my novel cure. Every limb had to be unjointed and 
set over again. Places were made for new joints, and 
I think the new joints were temporarily set in, for my 
arms and legs went into angles I had never before seen 
them in, nor have I since been able to assume those 
startling attitudes. The stomach was then kneaded like 
dough. The ribs were crushed down against the spine, 
and then forced out by well-directed blows in the back. 
The spinal column was undoubtedly abstracted, and 
some mechanical substitute now does its best to help me 
through the world. The arms were tied in bow-knots 
behind, and the skull cracked like the shell of a hard- 
boiled egg; worked into shape again, and left to 
heaL 

By this time I was unconscious, and for an hour my 
sleep promised to be eternal I must have lain flat on 
the matting, without a curve in me, when Nature, 
taking piiy, gradually let me rise and assume my own 
proportions, as though a little leaven had been mixed in 
my making over. 

The awakening was like coming from a bath of the 
elements. I breathed to the tips of my toes. Perfumes 
penetrated me till I was saturated witib them. I felt a 
thousand years younger; and as I looked back upon the 
old life I seemed to have risen from, I thought of it 
much as a butterfly must think of his grub-hood, and 
was in the act of expanding my wings, when I saw 
Felix, just recovering, a few feet from me, apparently 
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as ecstatic as myself. I never dared to ask him how he 
was reduced to submission, for I little imagined he could 
so &r forget himself. There are some sudden and inex- 
plicable revolutions in the affitirs of humanity that should 
not be looked into too closely, because a chaotic chasm 
yawns between the old man and the new, which no one 
has ever yet explored. Felix sprang to his feet like 
Prometheus unbound, and embraced me with fervour, 
as one might after a hair-breadth escape, exclaiming, 
"Did you ever see anything like it, Old Boy?*' to 
which the Old Boy, thus familiarly addressed (0. B. is 
a pet monogram of mine, designed and frequently exe- 
cuted by Felix), responded, " There wasn't much to see, 
but my feelings were past expression." "What's its 
name?" asked Felix. "I think they call it lomi- 
hmij'* said I. "Pass lomidomi!^^ shouted Felix; 
and then we both roared again, which summoned the 
host, who congratulated us and invited us to his 
canoe. 

Felix again endeavoured to fathom the mysteries of 
the hulaJiula. Was it something to eat? — did they 
keep it tied in the daytime ? — ^what was its colour ? etc., 
till the amused gentleman who was conducting us to an 
exhibition of the great Unknown nearly capsized our 
absurdly narrow canoe in the very deepest part of the 
creek. Bands of fishermen and women passed us, 
wading breast-high in the water, beating it into a foam 
before them, and singing at the top of their voices as 
they drove the fish down stream into a broad net a few 
rods below. Grass-houses, half buried in foliage, lined 
the mossy banks; while the dusky groups of women and 
children, clustering about the smouldering flames that 
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betokened the preparation of the evening meal, added 
not a little to the poetry of twiHght in the tropics. 

Felix thought he would like to tarn Ejinaka on the 
spot; so we beached the canoe, and approached the fire, 
built on a hollow stone under a tamarind-tree, and were 
at once offered the cleanest mat to sit on, and a calabash 
of ^oi for our refreshment. How to eat paste without a 
spoon was the next question. The whole fiunilj volun- 
teered to show us; drew up around the calabash in a 
hungry circle, and dipped in with a vengeance. Six 
right hands spread their first and second fingers like 
sign-boards pointing to a focus in the very centre of that 
poi-paste; six fists dove simultaneously, and were buried 
in the luscious mass. There was a spasmodic working 
in the elbows, an effort to come to the top, and in a 
moment the hands were lifted aloft in triumph, and 
seemed to be tracing half a dozen capital O's in the 
transparent air, during which manoeuvre the mass oi'poi 
adhering to the fingers assumed &ir proportions, resem- 
bling, to a remarkable degree, large, white swellings; 
whereupon they were immediately conveyed to the 
several mouths, instinctively getting into the right one, 
and, having discharged freight, reappeared as good as 
ever, if not better than before. 

" Disgusting ! " gasped Felix, as he returned to the 
water-side. I thought him unreasonable in his harsh 
judgment, assuring him that our own flour was fingered 
as often before it came, at last, to our lips in the form of 
bread. " Moreover," I added, " this 'poi is glutinous : 
the moment a finger enters it, a thin coating adheres to 
the skin, and that finger may wander about the calabash 
all day without touching another particle of the sub- 
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Stance. Therefore, six or sixteen feUows fingering in one 
dish for dinner are in reality safer than we, who eat 
steaks that have been mesmerized under the hands of 
the butcher and the cook." 

Felix scorned to reply, but breathed a faint prayer for 
a safe return to Chicago, as we slid into the middle of 
the stream, and resumed our course^ 

The boughs of densely-leaved trees reached out to one 
another across the water. We proceeded with more 
caution as the channel grew narrow ; and pressing 
through a submerged thicket of reeds, we routed a flock 
of water-fowls that wheeled overhead on heavy wings, 
filling the valley with their clamour. 

Two or three dogs barked sleepily ofiF somewhere in 
the darkness, and the voice of some one calUng floated 
to us as clear as a bird^s note, though we knew it must 
be far away. We strode through a cane-field, its smol^ 
plumes just tipped with moonlight, and saw the pinnacle 
of Mauna Kea, as spacious and splendid as the fairy 
pavilion that Nourgihan brought to Pari-Banou, illu- 
minated as for a festival. To the left, a stream fell from 
the cM^, a ribbon of gauze fluttering noiselessly in the 
wind. 

" 0, look 1 " said Felix, who had yielded again to the 
influences of Nature. Looking, I saw the moon resting 
upon the water for a moment, whfle the dew seemed 
actually to drip from her burnished disc. Again Felix 
exclaimed, or was on the point of exclaiming, when he 
checked himself in awe. I ran to him, and was silent 
with him, while we two stood worshipping one stately 
palm that rested its glorious head upon the glowing 
bosom of the moon, like the Virgin ih the radiant auroela. 
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" Well," said our host, " supposing we get along I " 
We got along, by land and water, into a village in an 
orange-grove. There was a sabdned mnrmnr of many 
voioes. I think the whole coiofiiuniiy would have burst 
out into a song of some sort at the slightest provocation. 
On we paced, in Indian file, through narrow lanes, under 
the shining leaves. Pale blossoms rained down upon us, 
and the air mzA oppressively sweet. G-roups of natives 
sat in the lanes, smoking and laughing. Lovers made 
love in the £9,00 of heaven, utterly unconscious of any 
human presence. Felix grew nervous, and proposed 
withdrawing ; but whither, Felix, in all ihese islands, 
wouldst thou hope to find love unrequited, or lovers 
shamefaced withal? Much Chicago hath made thee mad I 

Through a wicket we passed, where a sentinel kept 
ward. Within the bamboo paling, a swarm of natives 
gathered about us, first questioning the nature of our 
visit, which having proved entirely satisfactory, we were 
welcomed in real earnest, and offered a mat in an inner 
room of a large house, rather superior to the average, 
and a disagreeable liquor, — ^brewed of oranges, very 
intoxicating when not diluted, and therefore popular. 

We were evidently the lions of the hour, for we sat 
in the centre of the first row of spectators who were 
gathered to witness the hulorhvla. We reclined as 
gracefully as possible upon our mats, supported by plump 
pillows, stuffed with dried ferns. Slender rushes — 
strung with A^^i-nuts, about the size of chestnuts, and 
very oily — ^were planted before us like footlights, which, 
being lighted at the top, burned slowly downward, till the 
whole were consumed, giving a good flame for several 
hours. 
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The great mat npon the floor before us was the stage. 
On one side of it a half-dozen muscular fellows were 
squatted, with large calabashes headed with tightly-drawn 
goat skins. These were the drummers and singers, 
who could beat nimbly with their fingers, and sing 
the epics of their country, to the unceasing joy of all 
listeners. " It's an opera I " shouted Felix, in a frenzy 
of delight at his discovery. A dozen performers entered, 
sitting in two lines, face to face, — six women and six 
men. Each bore a long joint of bamboo, slit at one end 
like a broom. Then began a singularly intricate exer- 
cise, called pvAihi. Taking a bamboo in one hand, they 
struck it in the palm of the other, on the shoulder, on 
the floor in front, to left and right ; thrust it out before 
them, and were parried by the partners opposite; crossed 
it over and back, and turned in a thousand ways to a 
thousand metres, varied with chants and pauses. " Then 
it's a pantomime," added Felix, getting interested in the 
unusual skill displayed. For half an hour or more the 
thrashing of the bamboos was prolonged, while we were 
hopelessly confused in our endeavours to follow the bar- 
barous harmony, which was never broken nor disturbed 
by the expert and tireless performers. 

During the first rest, liquor was served in gourds. 
Part of the company withdrew to smoke, and the con- 
versation became general and noisy. Felix was enthu- 
siastic, and drank the health of some of the younger 
members of the trov/pe who had oflfered him the 

gourd. 

A rival company then repeated the pirAihij with some 
additions ; the gourds were again filled and emptied. 
" Now for the hvlorhulaj^ said the host, who had im- 
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bibed with Felix, though he reserved his enthusiasm for 
something less childish than pir-ulu. It is the national 
dance, taught to all children bj their parents, but so 
difficult to excel in that the few who perfect themselves 
can afford to travel on this one specialty. 

There was a murmur of impatience, speedily checked, 
and followed by a burst of applause, as a band of beau- 
tiful girls, covered with wreaths of flowers and vines, 
entered and seated themselves before us. While the 
musicians beat an introductory overture upon the tom- 
toms, the dancers proceeded to bind shawls and scarfs 
about their waists, turban-fashion. They sat in a line, 
fiicing us, a foot or two apart. The loose sleeves of 
their dresses were caught up at the shoulder, exposing 
arms of almost perfect symmetry, while their bare 
throats were scarcely hidden by the necklaces of jas- 
mines that coiled about them. 

Then the leader of the band, who sat, grey-headed 
and wrinkled, at one end of the room, throwing back 
his head, uttered a long, wild, and shrill guttural, — ^a 
sort of invocation to the goddess of the hulaJiula. 
There had, no doubt, been some sort of sacrifice offered 
in the early part of the evening, — such as a pig or a 
fowl, — ^for the dance has a religious significance, and is at- 
tended by its appropriate ceremonies. When this clarion 
cry had ended, the dance began, all joining in with won- 
derfully accurate rhythm, the body swaying slowly back- 
ward and forward, to left and right 5 the arms tossing, 
or rather waving, in the air above the head, now beck- 
oning some spirit of light, so tender and seductive were 
the emotions of the dancers, so graceful and free the 
movements of the wrists; now in violence and fear, they 
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seemed to repulse a host of devils that hovered invisibly 
about them. 

The spectators watched and listened breathlessly^ fas^ 
dnated by the terrible wildness of . the song and the 
monotonous thmmming of the accompaniment. Fre^ 
sently the excitement increased. Swifter and more 
wildly the bare arms beat the air, embracing, as it w^ere, 
the airy forms that hannted the dancers, who rose to 
their knees, and, with astonishing agiKfy, cansed flle 
dumsy torbans about their loins to quiver with an un- 
dulatory motion, increasing or decreasing with the 
sentiment of the song and the enthusiasm of the spec- 
tators. 

Felix wanted to know "how long they could keep 
that up and live ? " 

Till daybreak, as we found I There was a little rest- 
ing spell — ^a very little resting spell, now and then — ^for 
the gourd's sake, or three whiffs at a pipe that would 
poison a white man in ten minutes ; and before W6 half 
expected it, or had a thought of urging the unflagging 
dancers to continue their marvellous gyrations, they 
were at it in terrible earnest. 

From the floor to their knees, from their knees to 
their feet, now facing us, now turning from us, they 
spun and ambled, till the ear was deafened with cheers 
and boisterous, half-drunken, wholly passionate lau^ter. 

The room whirled with the reeling dancers, who 
seemed encircled with liviug serpents in the act of swal- 
lowing big lumps of something from their throats dear 
to the tip of their tails, and the convulsions continued 
till the hysterical dancers staggered and fell to the floor 
overcome by unutterable iatigue. 



J 
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The sjmpaiihetic Felix fell with them, his head sinking 
nnder one of the rush cajidles, that must have burned 
into his brain had he been suffei^ to immolate himself 
at that inappropriate and unholy time and place. This 
was the seductive dance still practised in secret^ though 
the law forbids it ; and to the Hawaiian it is more beau- 
tiful^ because more sensuous, than anything else in the 
world, 

I proposed departing at this stage of the festival, but 
Felix said it was not practicable. He felt unwell, and 
suggested the efficacy of another attack of JmnAriorni. 

A slight variation in the order of the dances followed. 
A young lover, seated in the centre of the room, beat a 
tattoo upon his calabash and sang a song of love. In a 
moment he was answered. Out of the darkness rose 
the sweet, shrill voice of the loved one. Nearer and 
nearer it approached ; the voice rang dear and high, 
melodiously swelling upon the air. It must have been 
heard far off in the valley, it was so plaintive and pene- 
trating. Secreted at first behind shawls hung in the 
comer of the room, some dramatic effect was produced 
by her entrance at the right moment. She enacted her 
part with graceful energy. To the regular and melan- 
choly thrumming of the calabash, she sang her song of 
love. Yielding to her emotion, she did not hesitate to 
betray afll, neither was he of the calabash slow to re- 
spond; and scorning the charms of goat-skin and gourd, 
1^ sprang toward her in the madness of his soul, when 
she, having reached the climax of desperation, was hur* 
lied from the scene of her conquest amid whirlwinds 
of applause. 

^^ It's a dance, that's what it is I " m.uttered Felix, as 

9 
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ihe audience began slowly to disperse. Leading him 
back to the canoe, we bad the whole night's orgie re* 
ported to ns in a very mixed and reiterative manner, a? 
well aa several attempts at illustrating the peculiarities 
of the performance, which came near resulting in a 
watery grave for three, or an upset canoe, at any rate. 
Our host, to excuse any impropriety, for which he felt 
more or less responsible, said '' it was so natural for 
them to be jolly under all circumstances, that when they 
have concluded to die they make their P.P,C/s with 
infinite grace^ and then die on time." 

Of course they are jolly; and to prove it, I told Felix 
how th& lepers, who had been banished to one Uttle 
comeir of the kingdom, and forbidden to leave there in 
the flesh, were as merry as the merriest, and once upon 
a time those decaying renmants of humaniiy actually 
gave a grand ball in their hospital There was a general 
clearing out of disabled patients, and a brushing up of 
old finery, while the ball itself was ih^ topic of conversa- 
tion. Two or ihree young fellows, who had a few 
fingers left (they unjoint and drop off as the disease 
progresses), began to pick up a tune or two on bamboo 
flutes. Old, young, and middle-aged took a sly turn in 
some dark comer, getting their stiffened joints limber 
again. 

Night came at last. The lamps flamed in the death- 
chamber of the lazar-house. Many a rejoicing soul had 
fled from that foul spot, to flash its white wings in the 
eternal sunshine. 

At an early hour the strange company assembled. 
The wheezing of voices no longer musical, the shuffling 
of half-paralyzed limbs over the bare floor, the melan- 
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choty droning of those bamboo flutes^ and the wild sea 
moaning in the wild night were the sweetest sounds that 
greeted them. And while the flutes piped dolorously to 
this unlovely spectacle, there was a rushing to and fro 
of unlovely figures ; a bleeding, half-blind leper, seizing 
another of the accursed beings, — snatching her, as it 
were, from the grave, in all her loathsome clay, — • 
dragged her into the bewfldering maelstrom of the 
waltz. 

Naturally excitable, heated with exertion, drunk with 
the very odours of death that pervaded the hall of 
revels, that mad crowd reeled through the hours of the 
fite. Satiated, at last, in the very bitterness of their 
unnatural gaiety, they called for the hulaJiula as a 
fitting close. 

In that reeking atmosphere, heavy with the smoke 
of half-extinguished lamps, they fed on the voluptuous 
ahandon of the dancers till passion itself fainted with 
exhaustion. 

"That was a dance of death, was it not, Felix?" 
Felix lay on his mat, -sleeping heavily, and evidently 
unmindM of a single word I had uttered. '' 

Our time was up at daybreak, and, with an endless 
deal of persuasion, Felix fbllowed me out of the valley 
to the little chapel on the cHff. Our horses took a 
breath there, and so did we, bird*s-eyeing the scene of 
the last night's orgie. 

Who says it isn't a delicious spot, — ^that deep, narrow, 
and secluded vale, walled by almost perpendicular cliffs, 
hung with green tapestries of ferns and vines ; that 
slender stream, like a iluread of silver, embroidering a 
carpet of Nature's richest pattern ; that torrent, leaping 
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from the cliff into a garden of citrons ; the sea sobbing 
at its mouth, while wary mariners, coasting in summer 
afternoons, catch glimpses of the tranquil and forbidden 
paradise, jet are heedless of all its beauty, and reck 
not the rustUng of the cane-fields, nor the voices of 
the charmers, because — ^because these things are so 
common in that latitude that one grows naturally in- 
different ? 

As for Felix, who talks in his sleep of the hula* 
hvXa^ and insists that only by the lomi-lonii he shall 
be saved, he points a moral, though at present he is 
scarcely m a condition to adorn any tale whatever ; 
and the said moral I shall be gkd to furnish, on applica- 
tion, to any sjTnpathetic soul who has witnessed by 
proxy the unlawful revels of those night^lancers of 
Waipio. 





/ 



PEARL-HUNTING IN THE POMOTOUS. 




IHE " Great "Western " ducked in the heavy 
swell, shipping her regular deck-load of 
salt-water every six minutes. Now the 
"Great Western" was nothing more nor 
less than a seventeen-ton schooner, two hours out 
from Tahiti. She was built like an old shoe, and 
shoveUed in a head-sea as though it was her busi- 
ness. 

It was something like sea life, wading along her 
submerged deck from morning till night, with a piece 
of raw junk in one hand and a briny biscuit in the 
other ; we never could keep a fire in that galley; and 
as for hard tack, the sooner it got soaked through the 
sooner it was off our minds, for we knew to this com- 
plexion it must shortly come. 

Two hours out from Tahiti we settled our course, 
wafting a theatrical kiss or two toward the gloriously 
green pyramid we were turning our backs on, as it 
dowly vanished in the blue desert of the sea. 

A thousand palm-crowned and foam-girdled reefs 
spangle the ocean to the north and east of Tahiti. This 
train of lovely satellites is known as the Dangerous Ar- 
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chipelagOy or, more commonly in that latitude, the 
Pomotou Islands. It's the very hotbed of cocoa-nut- 
oil, pearls, half-famished Kanakas, shells, and ship- 
wrecks. The currents are rapid and variable ; the 
winds short, sharp, and equally unreliable. If you 
would have adventure, the real article and pleniy of it, 
make your will, bid farewell to home and friends, and 
embark for the Pomotous. I started on this principle, 
and repented knee-deep in the deck-breakers, as we 
butted our way through the billows, bound for one of 
the Pomotous on a pearl hunt. 

Three days I sat in sackcloth and salt water. Three 
nights I swashed in my greasy bunk, like a solitary sar- 
dine in a box with the side knocked out. In my heart 
of hearts I prayed for deliverance : you see there is no 
backing out of a schooner, unless you crave death in 
fifty fathoms of phosphorescent liquid and a grave 
in a shark's maw. Therefore I prayed for more 
wind from the right quarter, for a sea like a boundless 
mill-pond; in short, for speedy deliverance on the easiest 
terms possible. Notwithstanding, we continued to bang^ 
away at the great waves that crooked their backs under 
us and hissed frightfully as they enveloped the " Great 
Western " with spray until the fourth night out, when 
the moon gladdened us and promised much while we 
held our breath in anxiety. 

We were looking for land. We'd been looking for 
three hours, scarcely speaking all that time. It's a 
serious matter raising a Pomotou by moonlight. 

" Land I " squeaked a weak voice about six feet above 
us. A lank fellow, with his legs corkscrewed around 
the shrouds, and his long neck stretched to windward, 
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where it veered like a weather-cock in a norVester^ 
chnckled as he song out ^^ Land I " and felt himself 
a little lower than Christopher Colnmbns thereafter. 
"Where away?" bellowed our chnnky Kttle captain, 
as important as if he were commanding a grown-np 
ship* " Two points on the weather-bow I ^' piped the 
lookont, with the voice of one soaring in space^ but 
unhappily choked in the last word by a sudden lurch 
of the schooner that brought him speedily to the deck, 
where he lost his identiiy and became a proper noun, 
second person singular, for the rest of the cruise. 

Now, " two points " is an indefinite term that em« 
braces any obstacle ahead of anything; but the "weather- 
bow " has been the salvation of many a t^raft in her 
distress ; so we gave three cheers for the " weather- 
bow," and proceeded to sweep the horizon with unwink- 
ing gaze. We could scarcely tell how near the land 
might lie ; fancied we could already hear the roar of 
surf-beaten reefs, and every wave that reared before us 
seemed the rounded outline of an island. Of course 
we shortened sail, not knowing at what moment we 
might find ourselves close upon some low sea-garden 
nestling under the rim of breakers that fenced it in, 
and being morally averse to running it down without 
warning. 

It was scarcely midnight; the moon was radiant; we 
were silently watching, wrapped in the deep mystery 
that hung over the weather-bow. 

The wind suddenly abated ; it was as though it sifted 
through trees and came to us subdued with a whisper 
of fluttering leaves and a breath of spice. We knew 
what it meant, and our hearts leaped within us as 
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over ilie bow loomed ibe waye*like ontline of shadow 
that sank not again like the other waves^ neither 
floated off doud-Hke^ bnt seemed to be bearing steadily 
down upon us^ — ^a great whale hungry for a modern 
Jonah. 

What a night it was 1 We heard the howl of waters 
now; saw the pahn-bonghs glisten in the moonlight, 
and ihe glitter and the flash of foam that fringed the 
edges of the half-drowned islet. 

It looked for all the world like a grove of cocoa-trees 
that had waded out of sight of land, and didn't know 
which way to turn next. This was the Ultima Thule 
of the " Great Western's " voyage, and she seemed to 
know it, for she behaved splendidly at last, laying off 
and on till morning in fine style, evidently as proud 
as a ship-of-line. 

I went below and dozed in the cabin, with the low 
roar of the reef quite audible ; a fellow gets used to 
such dream-music, and sleeps well to its accompani- 
ment. 

At daybreak we began beating up against wind and 
tide, hoping to work into »nooth water by sunrise, 
which we did easily enough, shaking hands all around 
over a cup of thick coffee and molasses as three fathoms 
of chain whizzed overboard after a tough little anchor 
that buried itself in a dim wilderness of corals and sea- 
grass. 

Then and there I looked about me with deUghted 
eyes. The " Great Western " rode at anchor in a 
shallow lake, whose crystal depths seemed never to 
have been agitated by any harsher breath than at that 
moment kissed without ruffling its surface. Around 
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QS swept an amphitheatre of hOls^ covered with a dense 
growth of tropical foliage and cushioned to the hem of 
the beach with thick sod of exquisite tint and fresh- 
ness. The narrow rim of beach that sloped suddenly 
to the tideless margin of the lake was littered with 
numberless slender canoes drawn out of the water hke 
so many fish, as though they would navigate them- 
selves in their natural element, and they were, there- 
fore, not to be trusted alone too near it. Around 
the shore, across the hills, and along the higher ridges 
waved innumerable cocoa-palms, planted like a legion 
of lances about the encampment of some barbaric 
prince. 

As for the very blue slqr and the very white scud 
tibat shot across it, they looked windy enough ; more- 
over we could aU hear the incoherent booming of the 
sea upon the reef that encircled our nest. But we for- 
got the wind and the waves in the inexpressible repose 
of that armful of tropical seclusion. It was a drop of 
water in a tuft oS. moss^ ob a very big scale ; that's 
just what it was. 

In a few moments, as with one impulse, the canoes 
took to water with a savage or two in each, aU gravi- 
tating to the schooner, which was for the time being the 
head-centre of their local commerce ; and for an hour 
or more we did a big business in the exchange of fish- 
hooks and fresh fruit. 

The proportion of canoes at Motu Hilo (Crescent 
Island) to the natives of said fragment of Eden was as 
one to several ; but the canoeless could not resist the 
superior attraction of a foreign invader, therefore the 
rest of the inhabitai^ts went head-first into the lake, and 
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stmck out for the middle, where we peacefally swang 
at anchor. 

The place was sharkjr, bat a heavy dirk full twenty 
inches tall was held between the teeth of the swimmers ; 
and if the smoke-*coloured dorsal of any devil of a shark 
had dared to cut the placid sur&ce of the water that 
morning, he would speedily have had more blades in 
him than a farrier's knife. A few vigorous strokes of 
the arms and legs in the neighbourhood, a fatal lunge 
or two, a vermilion cloud in a sea churned to a cream, 
and a dance over the gaping corpse of some monster 
who has sucked h«man blood more than once, probably, 
does the business in that country. 

It was a sensation for unaccustomed eyes, that inland 
sea covered — flittered, I might say, with woolly heads, 
as though a cargo 'of cocoanuts had been thrown over- 
board in a stress of weather. They gathered about as 
thick as flies at a honey-pot, all talking, laughing, and 
spouting mouthfiils of water into the air, like those 
impossible creatures that do that sort of thing by the 
half-dozen in all high-toned and classical fountains. 

Out of this amphibious mob one gigantic youth, big 
enough to eat half our ship's crew, threw up an arm 
like Jove's, clinched the deck-rail with lithe fingers, 
and took a rest, swinging there with the utmost satis- 
fiiction. 

I asked him aboard, but he scorned to forsake his 
natural elemeitt : water ia as natural as air to those 
natives. Probably he would have suffered financially 
had he attempted boarding us, for his thick back 
hair was netted with a kind of spacious nest and 
filled with eggs on sale. It was quite astonishing to 
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see the ease with which he nayigated under his heavy 
deck-load. 

This colossal yonih having observed that I was an 
amateur hnmanitarian, virtue received its instant re- 
ward (which it does not in all climates)^ for he at once 
offered me three of his eggs in a very winning and 
patronizing maimer. 

I took the eggs because I like eggs, and then I was 
anxious to get his head above water if possible ; there- 
fore I unhesitatingly took the eggs, offering him in 
return a fisb-hook, a tenpenny nail, and a dilapidated 
key-ring. 

These tempting cttriodhe spumed, at the same moment 
reaching me another handftd of eggs. His generosity 
both pleased and alarmed me. I saw with joy that his 
chin was quite out of water in consequence of his charity, 
even when he dropped back intx> the sea, floating for a 
few moments so as to let the blood circulate in his arm 
again ; but whether this was his magnanimous gift, or 
merely a trap to involve me in hopeless debt, I was 
quite at a loss to know, and I paused Math my hands 
fiiU of eggs, saying to myself, There is an end to fish- 
hooks in the Soutii Pacific, and dilapidated key-rings 
are not my staple product ! 

In the midst of my alarm he began making vows of 
eternal friendship. This was by no meains disagreeable 
to me. He was big enough to whip any two of his 
fellows, and one likes to be on the best side of the 
stronger party in a strange land. 

I reciprocated 1 

I leaned over the stem-rail of the ^^ Great Western " 
in the attitude of Juliet in the balcony scene, assuring 



I40 SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS, 

that egg-boy that my heart was his if he was willing to 
take it at second-hand. 

He liked my sentiments, and proposed touching noses 
at once (a barbarous greeting still observed in the most 
civilized countries with even greater license, since with 
Christians it is allowable to touch mouihs). 

We touched noses, though I was in danger of sliding 
headlong into the sea. Afber this ceremonial he con- 
sented to board the "Great Western," which having 
accomplished with my help, he deposited his eggs at 
my feet, offered me his nose once more, and communi- 
cated to me his name, asking in the same breath for 
mine. 

He was known as Hua Manu, or Bird's Egg. Every 
native in the South Sea gets named by accident. I 
knew a fellow whose name was " Cock-eye ; " he was a 
standing advertisement of his physical deformiiy. A 
fellow that knew me rejoiced in the singular cognomen 
of "Thrown from a horse." Fortunately he doesn't 
spell it with so many letters in his tongue. His chris- 
tening happened in this wise : A bosom friend of his 
mother was thrown from a horse and killed the day of 
his birth. Therefore the bereaved mother reared that 
child, an animated memorial, who in after years clove 
to me, and was as jolly as though his earthly mission 
wasn't simply to keep green the memory of his mother's 
bosom friend sailing through the air with a dislocated 
neck. 

I turned to my new-found friend. " Hua Manu," 
said I, "for my sake you have made a bird's-nest of 
your back hair. You have freely given me your young 
affection and your eggs. Beceive the sincere thanks of 
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yonrs truly; together with these fish-hooks^ tiiese ten- 
penny nailS; this key-ring." Hoa Mann smiled and 
accepted, burying the fish-hooks in his matted forelock, 
and inserting a tenpenny nail and a key-ring in either 
ear, thereby making himself the envy of the entire 
population of Motu Hilo, and feeling himself as grand 
as the best chief in the archipelago. 

So we sat together on the deck of the ^^ Great 
Western," quite dry for a wonder, exchanging sheep's- 
eyes and confidences, mutually happy in each other's 
society. Meanwhile the captain was arranging his 
plans for an immediate purchase of such pearls as he 
might find in possession of the natives, and for a fi*esh 
search for pearl oysters at the earliest possible hour. 
There were no pearls on hand. What are pearls 
to a man who has as many wives, children, and 
cocoanuts as he can dispose of? Pearls are smaU and 
colourless. Give them a handfol of gorgeous glass 
beads, a stick of sealing-wax, or some spotted beans, 
and keep your pale sea^tears, milky and frozen, and 
apt to grow sickly yellow and die if they are not 
cared for. 

Motu H3o is independent. No man has squatted 
there to levy tax or toll. We were each one of us 
privileged to hunt for pearls and keep our stores sepa« 
rate. I said to Hua Manu, ^^ Let's invest in a canoe, 
explore the lagoon for fresh oyster-beds, and fill in- 
numerable cocoanut shells with these little white seeds. 
It will be both pleasant and profitable, particularly for 
me." We were scarcely five minutes bargaining for 
our outfit, and we embarked at once, having agreed to 
return in a couple of days for news concerning the 
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success of the ^^ Great Western" and her probable 
date of sailing. 

Seizing a paddle, Hna Mann propelled onr canoe with 
incredible rapidity oat of the noisy fleet in the centre of 
the lake, toward a green point that bounded it, one 
of the horns of the crescent. He knew a spot where 
the oyster yawned in profusion, a secret cave for 
shelter, a forest garden of fruits, a never-fiiiling spring, 
etc. Thither we would fly and domesticate ourselves. 
The long, curved point of land soon hid the inner 
waters from view* We rose and sank on the swell 
between the great reef and the outer rim of the island, 
while the sun glowed fiercely overhead and the reef 
howled in our ears. Still on we skimmed, the water 
hissing along the smooth sides of the canoe, that trem- 
bled at every fierce stroke of Hua Manu's industrious 
paddle. No chart, no compass, no rudder, no exchange 
of references, no letter of introduction, yet I trusted 
that wild Hercules who was hurrying me away, I knew 
not whither, with an earnestness that forced the sweat 
from his naked body in Uving streams. 

At last we turned our prow and shot through a low 
arch in a cliff, so low that we both ducked our heads 
instinctively, letting the vines and parasites trail over 
our shoulders and down our backs. 

It was a dark passage into an inner cave Ut from 
below, — a cave filled with an eternal and sunless twi- 
light that was very soothing to our eyes as we came in 
from the glare of sea and sky, 

^^ Look I " said Hua Manu. Overhead rose a com- 
pressed dome of earth, a thick matting of roots, coil 
within coil. At the side innumerable ledges, shelves^ 
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and seams lined with nests, and nerer a nest without 
its egg, often two or more together. Below us, in two 
fathoms of crystal, sunlit and luminous bowers of coral, 
and many an oyster asleep with its mouth open, and 
many a prismatic fish poising itself with palpitating 
gills, and gauzy fins fanning the water incessantly. 

" Hua Manu I " I exclaimed in rapture, " permit me 
to congratulate you. In you I behold the regular South 
Sea Monte Christo, and no less magnificent title can do 
you justice." Thereat Hua Manu laughed immoderately, 
which laugh having run out we both sat in our canoe 
and silently sucked eggs for some moments. 

A canoe-length from where we floated a clear rill 
stole noiselessly fi-om above, mingling its sweet waters 
with the sea ; on the roof of our cavern fruits flourished, 
and we were wholly satisfied* After such a lunch as 
ours it behoved us to cease idling and dive for pearls. 
So Hua Manu knotted his long hair tightly about his 
forehead, cautiously transferred himself from the canoe 
to the water, fioated a moment, inhaling a wonderftilly 
long breath, and plunged under. How he struggled to 
get down to the gaping oysters, literally climbing down 
head-first I I saw his dark form wrestling with the 
elements that strove to force him back to the surface, 
crowding him out into the air again. He seized one of 
the shells, but it shut immediately, and he tugged and 
jerked and wrendied at it like a young demon till it 
gave way, when he struck out and up for air. All 
this seemed an age to me. I took iull twenty breaths 
while he was down. Beaching the canoe, he dropped 
the great, ugly-looking thing into it, and hung over 
the outrigger gasping for breath like a man half 
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hanged. He was pale about the mouth, his eyes were 
eufiused with blood, blood oozed from his ears and 
nostrils ; his limbs, gashed with the sharp corals, bled 
also. The veins of his forehead looked ready to burst, 
and as he tightened the cords of hair across them it 
seemed his only salvation. 

I urged him to desist, seeing his condition, and fear- 
ing a repetition of his first experience; but he would 
go once more; perhaps there was no pearl in that shell; 
he wanted to get me a pearl. He sank again and re- 
newed his efforts at the bottom of the sea. I scarcely 
dared to coimt the minutes now, nor the bubbles that 
came up to me like little balloons with a death-message 
in each. Suppose he were to send his last breath in 
one of those transparent globes, and I look down and 
see his body snared in the antlers of coral, stained with 
his blood ? Well, he came up all right, and I postponed 
the rest of my emotion for a later experience. 

Some divers remain three minutes under water, but 
two or three descents are as many as they can make in 
a day. The ravages of such a life are something 
frightful. 

No more pearl-hunting after the second dive that day; 
nor the next, because we went out into the air for a 
stroll on shore to gather fruit and stretch our legs. 
There was a high wind and a heavy sea that looked 
threatening enough, and we were glad to return after an 
hour's tramp. The next day was darker, and the next 
after that, when a gale came down upon us that seemed 
likely to swamp Motu Hilo. A swell rolled over the 
windward reef and made our quarters in the grotto by 
no means safe or agreeable. It was advisable for us to 
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think of embarking upon that tempestnous sea^ or get 
brained against the roof of our retreat. 

Hna Manu looked troubled, and my heart sank. I 
wished the pearl oysters at the bottom of the sea, the 
"Great Western" back at Tahiti, and I loafing under 
the green groves of Papeete, never more to be deluded 
abroad. 

I observed no visible changes in the weather after I 
had been wishing for an hour and a half. The swell 
rather increased ; our frail canoe was tossed from side 
to side in imminent danger of upsetting. 

Now and then a heavy roller entirely filled ihe mouth 
of our cavern, quite blinding us with spray ; having 
spent its fury, it subsided with a concussion that nearly 
deafened us, and dragged us with fearful velocity toward 
the narrow mouth of the cave, where we saved ourselves 
from being swept into the sea by grasping the roots 
overhead and within reach. 

Could I swim ? asked Hua Manu. Alas, no ! That 
we must seek new shelter at any risk was but too evi- 
dent. " Let us go on the next wave," said Hua, as he 
seized a large shell and began clearing the canoe of the 
water that had accumu]at>ed. Then be bound his long 
hair in a knot to keep it from his eyes, and gave me 
some hasty directions as to my deportment in the emer- 
gency. 

The great wave came. We were again momentarily 
corked up in an air-tight compartment. I wonder the 
roof was not burst open with the intense pressure that 
nearly forced the eyes out of my head and made me 
faint and giddy. Recovering from the shock, with a 
cry of warning from Hua, and a prayer scarcely articu- 



146 SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH 6EAS. 

lated, we shot like a bomb from a mortar into the very 
teeth of a £rightM gale. 

Nothing more was said, nothing seen. The air was 
black with flying spray, the roar of the elements more 
awful than anything I had ever heard before. Sheets 
of water swept over us with such velocity that they 
himamed like circular saws in motion. 

We were crouched as low as possible in the canoe, yet 
now and then one of these, the very blade of the wave, 
struck us on the head or shoulders, cutting us like 
knives. I could scarcely distinguish Hua's outline, the 
spray was so dense, and as for him, what could he do ? 
Nothing, indeed, but send up a sort of death-wail, a few 
notes of which tinkled in my ear from tune to time, as- 
suring me how utterly without hope we were. 

One of those big rollers must i;have lifted us dean 
over the reef, for we crossed it and were blown into the 
open sea, where the canoe spun for a second in the 
trough of the waves, and was cut into shvers by an 
avalanche of water that carried us all down into the 
depths. 



' I suppose I filled at once, but came up in spite of it 
(almost every one has that privilege), when I was 
clutched by Hua Manu and made fast to his utilitarian 
back-hair. I had the usual round of experiences allotted 
to all half-drowned people : a panoramic view of my 
poor life crammed with sin and sorrow and regret ; a 
complete biography written and read through inside of 
ten seconds. I was half strangled, call it two-thirds, for 
that comes nearer the truth ; heard the water singing in 
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my ears, which was not sweeter than symphonies, nor 
beguiling, nor in the least agreeable. I deny it I In 
the face of every corpse that ever was drowned I em- 
phatically deny it I 

Hua had nearly stripped me with one or two tugs at 
my thin doihing, because he didn't think that worth 
towing off to some other island, and he was willing to 
float me for a day or two, and run the risk of saving me. 

When I began to realize anything, I congratulated 
myself that the gale was over. The sky was clear, the 
white caps scarce, but the swell still sufficient to make 
me dizzy as we climbed one big, green hill, and slid off 
the top of it into a deep and bubbling abyss. 

I found Hua leisurely feeling his way through the 
water, perfectly self-possessed and apparently unconscious 
that he had a deck passenger nearly as big as himself. 
My hands were twisted into his hair in such a way that 
I could rest my chin upon my arms, and thus easily keep 
my mouth above water most of the time. 

My emotions were peculiar. I wasn't accustomed to 
travelling in that fashion. I knew it had been done 
before. Even there I thought with infinite satisfaction 
of the Hawaiian woman who swam for forty hours in 
such a sea, with an aged and helpless husband upon her 
back. Reaching land at last she tenderly drew her 
burden to shore and found him — dead ! The fact is 
historical, and but one of several equally marvellous. 

We floated on and on, cheering each other hour after 
hour ; the wind continuing, the sea felling, and anon 
night coming like an ill-omen, — ^night, that buried us 
alive in darkness and despair. 

I think I must have dozed, or fainted, or died several 
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times during the night, for it began to grow light long 
before I dared to look for it, and then came sunrise, — a 
sort of intermittent sunrise that gilded Hua's shoulder 
whenever we got to the top of a high wave, and went 
out again as soon as we settled into the hollows. 

Hua Manu's eyes were much better than mine ; he 
seemed to see with all his five senses, and the five told 
him that there was land not far off ! I wouldn't believe 
him ; I think I was excusable for questioning his in&lli- 
bility then and there. The minute he cried out " Land ! " 
I gave up and went to sleep or to death, for I thought 
he was daffc, and it was discouraging business, and I 
wished I could die for good. Hua Manu, what a good 
egg you were, though it's the bad that usually keep atop 
of the water, they tell me I 



Hua Manu was right I he walked out of the sea an 
hour later and stood on a mound of coarse sand in the 
middle of the ocean, with my miserable, water-logged 
body lying in a heap at his feet. 

The place was as smooth and shiny and desolate as 
anybody's bald head. That's a nice spot to be merry in, 
isn't it? Yet he tried to make me open my eyes and 
be glad. 

He said he knew the " Great Western " would be 
coming down that way shortly ; she'd pick us off the 
shoal, and water and feed us. 

Perhaps she might 1 Meantime we hungered and 
thirsted as many a poor castaway had before us. That 
was a good hour for Christian fortitude : beached in the 
middle of the ocean ; shelterless under a sun that blis- 



PEARL-UUNTING IN THE POMOTOUS. 149 

tered Hua's tough skin ; eyes blinded with the glare of 
sun and sea ; the sand glowing like brass and burning 
into flesh already irritated with salt water ; a tongue of 
leather cleaving to the roof of the mouth, and no food 
within reach, nor so much as a drop of fresh water for 
Christ's sake I 

Down went my face into the burning sand that made 
the very air hop above it. . . . Another night, cool and 
grateful ; a bird or two flapped wearily overhead, looking 
like spirits in the moonlight. Hua scanned earnestly 
our narrow horizon, noting every inflection in the voices 
of the wind and waves, — ^voices audible to him, but worse 
than dumb to me, — mocking monotones reiterated 
through an agonizing eternity. 

A wise monitor was Hua Manu, shaming me to silence 
in our cursed banishment. Toward the morning after 
our arrival at the shoal, an owl fluttered out of the sky 
and fell at our feet quite exhausted. It might have been 
blown from Motu Hilo, and seemed ominous of some- 
thing, I scarcely knew what. When it had recovered 
from its fatigue, it sat regarding us curiously. I wanted 
to wring its short, thick neck, and eat it, feathers and 
all. Hua objected ; there was a superstition that gave 
that bland bird its life. It might continue to ogle us 
with one eye as long as it liked. How the lopsided 
thing smirked 1 how that stupid owl-face, like a rosette 
with three buttons in it, haunted me ! It was enough 
to craze any one ; and, having duly cursed him and his 
race, I went stark mad and hoped I was dying for ever. 



There are plenty of stars in this narrative. Stars, and 
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plenty of them, cannot account for the obKvious inter- 
valsj suspended animation, or whatever it was, that came 
to my relief from time to time. I cannot account for 
them myself. Perhaps Hua Manu might ; he seemed 
always awake, always on the lookout, and ever so patient 
and painful. A dream came to me after that owl had 
stared me into stone, — a dream of an island in a sea of 
glass ; soft ripples lapping on the silver shores ; sweet 
airs sighing in a starlit grove ; some one gathering me 
in his arms, huggmg me close with infinite tenderness ; 
I was consumed with thirst, speechless with hunger ; 
like an infant I lay in the embrace of my deliverer, who 
moistened my parched lips and burning throat with 
delicious and copious draughts. It was an elixir of life; 
I drank health and strength in every drop ; sweeter 
than mother's milk flowed the warm tide unchecked, 
till I was satisfied, and sank into a deep and dreamless 

sleep. 

« « « « 

The " Great Western " was plunging in her old siyle, 
and I swashed in my bunk as of yore. The captain sat 
by me with a bottle in his hand and anxiety in his coun- 
tenance. 

" Where are we ? " I asked. 

" Two hours out from Tahiti, inward bound." 

"How! What! When!" etc.; and my mind ran 
up and down the record of the last fortnight, finding 
many blots and some blanks. 

" As soon as I got into my right mind I could hear 
all about it ; " and the captain shook his bottle, and held 
on to the side of my bunk to save himself from total 
wreck in the lee-corners of the cabin. 
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" Why, wasn't I right-minded ? I could tell a hawk 
from a hemshaw ; and, speaking of hawks, where was 
that cursed owl? " 

The captain concluded I was bettering, and put the 
physic inio the locker, so as to give his whole attention 
to keeping right side up. Well, this is how it happened, 
as I afterward learned : The " Great Western " su£Pered 
somewhat from the gale at Motu Hilo, though she was 
comparatively sheltered in that inner sea. Having re- 
paired, and given me up as a deserter, she sailed for 
Tahiti. The first day out, in a light breeze, they all saw 
a man apparently wading up to his middle in the sea. 
The fellow i^hailed the " Great Western," but as she 
could hardly stand up against the rapid current in so 
light a wind, the captain let her drift past the man in 
the sea, who suddenly disappeared. A consultation of 
officers followed. Evidently some one was cast away 
and ought to be looked after ; resolved to beat up to 
the rock, big turtle, or whatever it might be that kept 
that fellow afloat, provided the wind freshened suffi- 
ciently; wind immediately freshened ; " Great Western " 
put about and made for the spot where Hua Manu 
had been seen hailing the schooner. But when that 
schooner passed he threw himself upon the sand beside 
me, and gave up hoping at last, and was seen no 
more. 

What did he then? I must have asked for drink. 
He gave it me from an artery in his wrist, severed by 
the finest teeth you ever saw. That's what saved me. 
On came the little schooner, beating up against the 
wind and tide, while I had my lips sealed to that 
fountain of life. 
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The skipper kept banging away witii an old blunder- 
boss that had been left over in his bargains with Hie 
savages, and one of these explosions canght the ears oi 
Hna. He tore my lips from his wrist, staggered to his 
feet, and fonnd help close at hand. Too late they 
gathered us up out of the deep and strove to renew our 
strength. They transported us to the little cabin of the 
schooner, Hua Manu, myself, and that mincing owl, and 
swung oflF into the old course. Probably the " Great 
Western " never did better sailing since she came from 
the stocks than that hour or two of beating that brought 
her up to the shoal. She seemed to be emulating it in 
the home run, for we went bellowii^ through the sea in 
a stiff breeze and the usual flood-tide on deck. 

I lived to tell the tale. I should think it mighiy 
mean of me not to live afteir such a sacrifice. Hua 
Manu sank rapidly. I must have nearly drained his 
veins, but I don't believe he regretted it. The captain said 
when he was dying his faithftil eyes were fixed on me. 
Unconsciously I moved a little ; he smiled, and the soul 
went out of him in that smile, perfectly satisfied. At 
that moment the*owl fled from the cabin, passed through 
the hatchway, and disappeared. 

Hua Manu lay on the deck, stretched under a sail, 
wliile I heard this. I wondered if a whole cargo of 
pearls could make me inditferent to his loss. I wondered 
if there were many truer and braver than he in Christian 
lands. They call him a heathen. It was heathenish to 
offer up his life vicariously. He might have taken mine 
so easily, and perhaps have breasted the waves back to 
his own people, and been fSted and sung of as the hero 
he truly was. 
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Well, if he is a heathen, out of my heart I would 
make a parable, its rubric bright with his sacrificial 
blood, its theme this glowing text : " Greater love hath 
no man than ihis^ that he lay down his life for a 
friend." 





THE LAST OF THE GREAT NAVIGATOR. 

iHINK of a sea and a sky of such even and 
utter blueness that any visible horizon is 
out of the question. In the midst of this 
pellucid sphere the smallest of propellers 
trailing two plumes of sea-foam, like the tail-feathers of 
a bird of paradise, and over it all a league of floating 
crape, — ^for so seem the heavy folds of smoke that hang 
above us. 

Thus we pass out of our long hours of idleness in that 
grove of eight thousand cocoa-palms by the sea-shore, — 
the artist and I seeking to renew our dolce far niente 
in some new forest of palms by any shore whatever. 
Enough that it'is sea-washed, and hath a voice and an 
eternal song. 

Now turn to the stone quarry darkened with the 
groups of the few faithful friends and many islanders. 
They are so ready to kill time in the simplest manner ; 
why not in staring our awkward little steamer out of 
sight? 

One glimpse of the white handkerchiefs, fluttering 
like a low flight of doves, and then with all the sublime 
resignation of the confessed lounger, we await the 
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approach of twilight and the later hours that shall pre- 
sently pass silver-footed over this tropic sea. 

Four p.m., and the roar of the reef lost to us voya- 
gers. The sun an hour high. The steams of dinner 
appealing to us through the yawning hatches, — every- 
thing yawning in this latitude, animate and inanimate, 
— and the world as hot as Tophet. We lie upon our 
mattresses, brought out of the foul cabin into the sweet 
air, and pass the night half intoxicated with romance 
and cigarettes. The natives cover the deck of our little 
craft in lazy and laughing flocks. Some of them regard 
us tenderly ; they are apt to love at sight, though 
Heaven knows there is little in our untrimmed exteriors 
to attract any one under the stars. 

We hear, now and then, the sharp click of flint and 
steel, and after it see the flame, and close to the flame a 
dark face, grotesque it may be, like an antique water- 
spout with dust in its jaws. But some are beautiful, 
with glorious eyes that shine wonderfully in the excite- 
ment of lighting the pipe anew. 

Voices arise at intervals from among the groups of 
younger voyagers. We hear the songs of our own land 
worded in oddly and rather prettily broken English. 
" Annie Laurie," " When the cruel war is over," and 
other equally ambitious and proportionately popular 
ballads ring in good time and tune from the lips of tho 
young bloods, but the girls seldom join to any advan- 
tage. How strange it all seems, and how we listen ! 

With the first and deepest purple of the dawn, the 
dim outlines of Molokai arise before us. It is an island 
of diflfe and canons, much haunted of the King, but 
usually out of the tourist's guide-book. 
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It 18 hinted one may turn back this modern page of 
island civilization, and with it the half^-christianized and 
wholly bewildered natures of the uncomprehending 
natives, and here find all of the old superstitions in their 
original significance, the temples, and the shark-god, 
and the hulor-hula girls, beside whose weird and mad- 
dening undulations your caTir^an dancers are mere 
jumping-jacks. 

Listen for faint music of the wandering minstrels I 
No, we are too far out from shore : then it is the wrong 
end of the day for such festivals. 

A brief siesta under the opening eyelids of the mom, 
and at sunrise we dip our colours abreast charming 
little Lahaina, drowsy and indolent, with its two or three 
long, long avenues overhung with a green roof of leaves, 
and its odd summer-houses and hammocks pitched close 
upon the white edge of the shore. 

We passed to and fro in the shadow paths an hour or 
two, eat of the fruits, luscious and plentiful, and drink 
of its hquors, vile and fortunately scarce, and get us 
hats plaited of the coarsest straw and of unbounded rim, 
making ourselves still more hideous, if indeed we have 
not already reached the acme of the unpicturesque. 

Now for hours and hours we hug the shore, slowly 
progressing under the insufficient shadow of the palms, 
getting now and then glimpses of valleys folded inland, 
said to be lovely and mystical Then there are mites of 
villages always half-grown and half-starved looking, and 
always close to the sea. These islanders are amphibious. 
The little bronze babies float like corks before they can 
walk half the length of a bamboo-mat. 

Another night at sea, in the rough channel this time, 
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and less enjoyable for the rather stiff breeze on our 
quarter, and some very sour-looking clouds overhead. 
All well by six, however, when we hear the Angehis 
rung from the lower tower of a long coral church in 
another sea-wedded hamlet. Think of the great bam- 
like churches, once too small for the throngs that 
gathered about them, now full of echoes, and whose 
doors, if they still hang to their hinges, will soon swing 
only to the curious winds \ 

In and out by this strange land, marking all its 
curvatures with the fidelity of those shadow lines in the 
atlas, and so lingering on till the evening of the second 
day, when, just at sunset, we turn suddenly into the 
bay that saw the last of Captain Cook, and here swing 
at anchor in eight fathoms of liquid crystal over a floor 
of shining white coral, and clouds of waving sea-moss. 
From the deck behold the amphitheatre wherein was 
enacted the tragedy of " The Great Navigator, or 
the Vulnerable Grod." The story is brief and has its 
moral. 

The approach of Captain Cook was mystical. For 
generations the islanders had been looking with calm 
eyes of faith for the promised return of a certain god. 
Where should they look but to the sea, whence came 
all mysteries, and whither retreated the being they 
called divine ? 

So the white wings of the ^' Resolution *' swept down 
npon the lifelong quietude of Hawaii like a messenger 
from heaven, and the signal gun sent the first echoes to 
the startled mountains of the little kingdom. 

They received this Jupiter^ who carried his thunders 
with biTTi and kindled fires in his mouth. He was the 
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first smoker they had seen, though they are now his 
most devout apostles. Showing hJTn all due reverence, 
he failed to regard their customs and traditions, which, 
was surely ungodhke, and it rather weakened tiie faith 
of their sages. 

A plot was devised to test the divinity of the pre- 
suming captain. 

While engaged in conversation, one of the chiefs was 
to rush at Cook with a weapon ; should he cry out or 
attempt to run, he was no god, for the gods are fearless; 
and if he was no god, he deserved death for his decep- 
tion. But if a god, no harm could come of it, for the 
gods are inunortal. 

So they argued, and completed their plans. It came 
to pass in the consummation of them that Cook did run, 
and thereupon received a stab in the back. Being dose 
by the shore he fell, face downward in the water and 
died a half-bloody, half-watery, and wholly inglorious 
death. His companions escaped to the ship and 
peppered the villages by the harbour, till the inhabit- 
ants, half frantic, were driven into the hills. 

Then they put to sea, leaving the body of their com- 
mander in the hands of the enemy, and with flag at half- 
mast were blown sullenly back to England, there to 
inaugurate the season of poems, dirges, and pageants in 
honour of the Great Navigator. 

His bones were stripped of flesh, afterwards bound 
with kapa, the native cloth, and laid in one of the 
hundred natural cells that perforate the cliflF in front of 
us, and under whose shadow we now floaty Which of 
the hundred is the one so honoured is quite uncertain. 
What does it matter, so long as the whole mountain is a 
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catacomb of kings ? No commoners are buried there. 
It was a kind and worthy impulse that could still vene- 
rate so far the mummy of an idol of such palpable day 
as his. 

Many of these singular caverns are almost inacces- 
sible. One must climb down by ropes from the cliff 
above. Rude bars of wood are laid across the mouths 
of some of them. It is the old iahu never yet broken. 
But a few years back it was braving death to attempt 
to remove them. 

Cook's flesh was most likely burned. It was then a 
custom. But his heart was left untouched of the flames 
of this sacrifice. What a salamander the heart is that 
can withstand the fires of a judgment t 

The story of this heart is the one shocking page in 
this history : some children discovered it afterwards, 
and, thinking it the offal of an animal, devoured it. 
Whoever affirms that the " Sandwich-Isknders eat each 
other," has at least this ground for his affirmation. 
Natives of the South Sea Islands have been driven as 
far north as this in their frail canoes. They were can- 
nibals, and no doubt were hungry, and may have eaten 
in their fashion, but it is said to have been an acquired 
taste, and was not at all popular in this region. 
Dramatic justice required some tragic sort of revenge, 
and this was surely equal to the emergency. 

Our advanced guard, in the shape of a month-earlier 
tourist, gave us the notes for doing this historical nook 
in the Pacific. A turned-down page, it is perhaps a 
little too dog-eared to be read over again, but we all 
like to compare notes. So we noted the items of the 
advance-guard, and they read in this fashion :— 
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OBJECTS OF INTEREST RELATING TO CAPTAIN 

COOK. 

Item I. The tree where Cook was struck* 

II. The rock where Cook fell. 

III. The altar on the hill-top. 

lY. The riYen palms. 

Y. The sole soryiyor,— the boy that ran. 

YL A specimen sepulchre in the cliff. 

Until dark the native children have been pkying 
abont us in ihe sea, diving for very smooth " rials," and 
looking much as frogs must look to wandering liKpu- 
tians. The artist cares less for these wild and graceful 
creatures than one would suppose, for he confesses them 
equal in physical beauty to the Italian models. All 
sentiment seemed to have been dragged out of him by 
much travel. At night we sit together on the threshold 
of our grass house, and not twenty feet from the rock — 
under water only at high tide — ^where Cook died. We 
sit talking far into the night, with the impressive silence 
broken only by the plash of the sea at our very door. 

By-and-by the moon looks down upon us from the 
sepulchre of the kings. We are half clad, having 
adopted the native costume as the twilight deepened 
and our modesty permitted. The heat is still excessive. 
All this low land was made to God's order some few 
centuries ago. We wonder if He ever changes His 
mind ; this came down red-hot from the hills yonder, 
and cooled at high-water mark. It holds the heat Uke 
an oven-brick, and we find it almost impossible to walk 
upon it at noontime, even our sole-leather barely pre- 
serving our feet from its blistering surface. The natives 
manage to hop over it now and then ; they are about 
half leather anyhow, and the other half appetit,e. 
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We come first upon No. II. in the list of historic haunts. 

Let us pass down to the rock, and cool ourselves in 
the damp moss that drapes it. It is almost as large as 
a dinner-table, and as leveL You can wade all around 
it, count a hundred little crabs running up and down 
over the top of it. So much for one object of interest, 
and the artist draws his pencil through it. At ten p.m. 
we are still chatting, and have added a hissing pot of 
coffee over some live coals to our housekeeping. Now 
down a little pathway at our right comes a native 
woman, with a plump and tough sort of a pillow under 
each arm. These she implores us to receive and be 
comfortable. We refuse to be comforted in this fashion, 
we despise luxuries, and in true cosmopolitan indepen- 
dence hang our heads over our new saddle-trees, and 
sleep heavily in an atmosphere rank with the odour of 
fresh leather ; but not till we have seen our human visitor 
part of the way home. Back by the steep and winding 
path we three pass in silence. She pauses a moment in the 
moonlight at what seems a hitching-post cased in copper. 
It is as high as our hip, and has some rude lettering ap- 
parently scratched with a nail upon it. We decipher 
with some difficulty this legend : — 

4- 

^Qar this spot fell 
CAPTAIK JAMES COOK, B.IT^ 

the 

Renowned OircnmnaTigator, 

who 

discovered these islands, 

A.D. 177a 



His Majesty's Ship 

Imogene, 

Oct 17, 1837- 



II 
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So No. L Of onr list -^^<^:^^.o^^^^^ 'otr 

"Aloha/" cries a soft voice m *« ^??^- 1^ 
Bative woman ha« left t.8 in onr pnrsmt ^^ ^T^ 
under difficnlties, and now iJiere is no ^^^^^^_ 
her and her piUows,-only ihat TOioe out of ^^ ^^ 
n:L crying, "Love to yon I" ^be Uves nj memory,- 
this waVm-hearted Wwihvrie ; so do her V^^ovr^ 

Upturning to onr lodgings, we discover a «q^^^^P 
of broken ifva rocks. It seems to be «^« ^^^^^^^ 
for some bnilding ; and snch it is, for here the pa^ of 
Kamehameha I. stood,-a palace of grass hke ttns o^ 
we are sleeping in. Nothing bnt the fonndation re- 
mains now. Half a dozen rude stairs invite the ghosts 
of the departed conrtiers to this desolate rum. 

They are aU Samaritans in this kingdom. Bj sunrise 
a boy with fresh coffee and a pail of muffins ndes 
swiftly to our door. He came from over the hill. Uur 
arrival had been reported, and we are sununoned to a 
late breakfast in the manner of the Christians. We 
are glad of it. Our fruit diet of yesterday, the horrors 
of a night in the saddle — a safe and pretty certain mode 
of dislocating the neck — ^makes us yearn for a good old- 
fashioned meaL Horses are at our service. We mount 
after taking our muffins and coffee in the centre of a 
large and enthusiastic gathering of villagers. They 
came to see us eat, and to fumble the artist's sketches, 
and w^onder at his amazing skilL 

Up the high hill with the jolliest sun shining full in 
our eyes, brushing the heavy and dew-filled foliage on 
both sides of the trail, and under the thick webs spun 
in the upper branches, looking like silver laces this 
glorious morning, — on, till we reach the hill-top. 
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Here the guide pauses and points his horse's nose 
toward a rude corral. The horses seem to resrard it 
from habit, — ^we scarcely with curiosity. A wall half 
in ruins in the centre, rising from a heap of stones 
tumbled together, a black, weather-stained cross, higher 
than our heads as we sit in the saddle. It is the altar of 
sacrifice. It is here that the heart of the great navi- 
gator survived the flames. 

No. III. scored off. At this rate we shall finish by noon 
easily. The sequel of an adventurous life is soon told. 

After breakfast, to horse again, and back to the Uttle 
village by the sea. We ride into a cluster of palms, our 
guide leading the way, and find two together, each with 
a smooth and perfectly round hole through its body 
about three feet from the roots, made by the shot of 
Cook's avengers. A lady could barely thrust her hand 
through them ; they indicate rather Hght caKbre for 
defence nowadays, but enough to terrify these little 
villages, when Cook's men sent the balls hissing over 
the water to bite through the grit and sap of these 
slender shafts. They still live to tell the tale in their 
way. So much for No. IV. 

We pause again in the queer little straggling alleys of 
the village, planned, I should think, after some spider's 
web. They are about as regular in their irregularity. 
It is No. V. this time. A bit of withered humanity 
doubled up in the sun, as though some one had set him 
on that wall to bake. He is drawn all together ; his 
chin sunk in between his knees, his knees hooped 
together with his dreadfully slim arms, a round head, 
sleek and shining as an oiled gourd ; aana teeth ; eyes 
like the last drops in desert wells ; the skeleton sharply 
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quick and protruding ; no motion ; apparently no life 
beyond the incessant blinking of the eyelids, — the curtains 
fluttering in the half-shut windows of the soul. Is it a 
man and a brother? Yes, verily I When the uncaptured 
crew of the *^ Resolution " poured their iron shot into 
the tents of the adversary, this flickering life was young 
and vigorous, and he ran like a good fellow. Better to 
have died in his fiery youth than to have slowly 
withered away in this fashion. For here is the phi- 
losophy of mammon left to itself : when you get to be 
an old native, it is your business to die ; if you don't 
know your business, you are left to find it out : what 
are you good for but to bury ? 

Let us slip over the smooth bay, for we must look 
into one of these caverns. Cross in this canoe, so 
narrow that we cannot get into it at all, but balance 
ourself on its rim and hold our breath for fear of 
upsetting. These odd-looking outriggers are honest 
enough in theory, but treacherous in practice ; and a 
shark has his eye on us back yonder. Sharks are 
mesmeric in their motions through the water, and 
corpse-coloured. 

A new guide helps us to the most easily reached cave, 
and with ^e lad and his smoking torch we climb into 
the dusky mouth. 

There is dust everywhere, and cobwebs as thick as 
cloth, hanging in tatters. An almost interminable 
series of small cells, just high enough to straighten 
one's back in, leads us farther and farther into the 
mountain of bones. This cave has been pillaged too 
often to be very ghostly now. We find a little parcel 
of bones here. It might have been a hand and an arm 
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once^ CTuming and dexterons. It is nothing now but a 
litter. Here is an infant's skull^ bat broken, thin and 
delicate as a sea-shell, and full of dust. Here is a 
tougher one, whole and solid ; the teeth well set and 
very white ; no signs of decay in any one of these 
molars. Perhaps it is because so little of their food is 
even warm when they eat it. This rattles as we lift it. 
The brain and the crumbs of earth are inseparably 
wedded. Come with us, skull. You look scholarly, 
and shall lie upon our desk, — a solemn epistle to the 
living. But the cave is filled with the vile smoke of our 
torch, and we are choked with the heat and dust. Let 
us out as soon as possible. The Great Navigator's 
skeleton cannot be hidden in this tomb. Down we 
scramble into the sand /and shadow by the water, and 
talk of departing out of this place of relics. 

We are to cross the lava southward where it is frescoed 
with a wilderness of palm-trees : for when the mountain 
came down to the sea, flowing red-hot, but cooling 
almost instantly, it mowed down the forests of palms, 
and the trunks were not consumed, but lay half buried 
in the cooling lava, and now you can mark every 
delicate fibre of the bark in the lava, as firm as granite- 
Still farther south lies the green slope that was so 
soon to be shaken to its foimdations. I wonder if we 
could discover any of the peculiar loveliness that 
bewitched us the evening we crossed it in silence. 
There was something in the air that said, "Peace, 
peace " ; and we passed over the fiital spot without 
speaking. But the sea spoke under the cliffs below us, 
and the mountain has since replied. 

This place is named prettily, KeaUhakua. You see 
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that mountain ? There are paths leading to it. Thither 
the gods journeyed in the days of old. So the land is 
called " the path of the gods." 

It is a cool, green spot up yonder ; the rain descends 
upon it in continual baptism. The natives love these 
mountains and the sea. They are the cardinal points 
of their compass. Every direction given you is either 
toward the mountain or toward the sea. 

There is much truth in the Arabian tale, and it is 
time to acknowledge it. Mountains are magnetic. The 
secret of their magnetism may lie in the immobility of 
their countenances. Praise them to their face, and they 
are not flattered ; forget them for a moment : but turn 
again, and see their steadfast gaze ! You feel their ear- 
nestness. It is imposing, and you cannot think lightly 
of it. Who forgets the mountains he has once seen ? 
It is quite probable the mountain cares little for your 
individuality : but it has given part of itself to the 
modelling of your character ; it has touched you with 
the wand of its enchantment ; you are under the spell. 
Somewhere in the recesses of this mountain are locked 
the bones of the Great Navigator, but these mountains 
have kept the secret. 





A CANOE CRUISE m THE CORA.L SEA. 

F you can buy a canoe for two calico 
shirtSy what will your annual expenses in 
TaMti amount to? This was a mental 
problem I concluded to solve, and, having 
invested my two shirts, I began the solution in this 
wise : My slender little treasure lay with half its length 
on shore, and being quite big enough for two, I looked 
about me, seeking some one to sit in the bows, for com- 
pany and ballast. 

Up and down the shady beach of Papeete I wan- 
dered, with this advertisement written all over my 
anxious face : — 

"WANTED— A crew about ten years of age; of a mild dis- 
position, and with no special fondness for human flesh; not 
particular as to sez| Apply immediately, at the new canoe, 
under the bread-fruit tree, Papeete, South Pacific." 

Some young things were pitching French coppers so 
earnestly they didn't read my face ; some were not sea- 
faring at that moment ; while most of them evidently 
ate more than was good for them, which might result 
disastrously in a canoe cruise, and I set my heart against 
them. The afternoon was waning, and my ill-luck 
seemed to urge upon me the necessity of my constituting 
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a temporary press-gang for the kidnapping of the re- 
quired article. 

" Who is anxious to go to sea with me ? " I shouted/ 
revisiting the mob of young gamblers, all intently dis- 
interested in everything but " pitch and toss.'* Not far 
away a group of wandering minstrels — such as make 
musical the shores of Tahiti — ^sat in the middle of the 
street, chanting. One youth played with considerable 
skill upon a joint of bamboo, of the flute species, but 
breathed into from the nostrils, instead of the lips. 
Three or four minor notes were piped at uncertain in- 
terv-als, playing an impromptu variation upon the air of 
the singers. Drawing near, the music was suspended, 
and I proposed shipping one of the melodious vaga- 
bonds, whereupon the entire chorus expressed a willing- 
ness to accompany me in any capacity whatever, re- 
marking, at the same time, that " they were a body 
bound, so to speak, by cords of harmony, and any pro- 
posal to disband them would, by it, be regarded as 
highly absbrd." Then I led the solemn procession of 
volunteers to my canoe, and we regarded it in silence ; 
it was something larger than a pea-pod, to be sure, but 
about the shape of one. After a moment of delibera- 
tion, during which a great throng of curious spectators 
had assembled, the orchestra declared itself in readiness 
to ship before the paddle for the trifling consideration of 
seventeen dollars. I knew the vague notion that money 
is money, call it dollar or dime, generally entertained by 
the innocent children of nature ; and, dazzling the un- 
accustomed eyes of the flutist with a new two-franc 
piece, he immediately embarked. The bereaved singers 
sat on the shore and lifted up their voices in resounding 
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• 

discord^ as the canoe slid off into the still waters^ and 
my crew, with commendable fortitude, laid down the 
nose-flute^ took up the paddle, and we began our canoe 
cruise. 

The frail thing glided over the waves as though invi- 
sible currents were sweeping her into the hereafter; the 
shore seemed to recede, drawing the low, thatched houses 
into deeper shadow; other canoes skimmed over the sea, 
like great water-bugs, while the sun set beyond the 
sharp outlines of beautiful Morea, glorifying it and us. 

There was a small islet not far away, — an islet as fair 
and fragrant as a bouquet, — ^looking, just then, like a 
mote in a sheet of flame. Thither I directed the re- 
formed flutist, and then let myself relapse into the all- 
embracing quietness that succeeds nearly every vexation 
that flesh is heir to. 

There was something soothing in the nature of my 
crew. He sat with his back to me, — a brown back, that 
glistened in the sun, and arched itself, from time to time, 
cat-like, as though it was very good to be brown and 
bare and shiny. From the waist to the feet fell the re- 
splendent folds of a pareu, worn by all Tahitians, of 
every possible age and sex, and consisted, in this case, of 
a thin breadth of doth, stamped with a deep blue fir- 
mament, in which supematurally yellow suns were per- 
petually settling in several spots. A round head topped 
his chubby shoulders, and was shaven from the neck to 
the crown, with a matted forelock of the blackness of 
darkness falling to the eyes and keeping the sun out of 
thenji. One ear was enlivened with a crescent of beaten 
gold, which decoration, having been won at ^^ pitch and 
toss," will probably never again, in the course of human 
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events, meet with its proper mate. On the whole, he 
looked jnst a little bit like a fantail pigeon with its 
wings plucked. 

At this point, my crew suddenly rose in ihe bows of 
ilie canoe, making several outlandish flourishes with his 
broad paddle. I was about to demand the occasion of 
his sudden insanity, when we began to grate over some 
crumbling substance that materially impeded our pro- 
gress and suggested all sorts of disagreeable sensations^ 
— such as knife-grinding in the next yard, saw-filing 
round the comer, etc It was as though we were ca- 
reering madly over a multitude of fine-tooth combs. 
With that caution which is inseparable from canoe- 
cruising in every part of the known world, I leaned 
over the side of my personal property, and penetrated 
the bewildering depths of the coral sea. 

Were we, I asked myself, suspended about two feet 
above a garden of variegated cauliflowers ? Or were 
the elements wafting us over a minute winter-forest, 
whose fragile boughs were loaded with prismatic crys- 
tals? 

The scene was constantly changing : now it seemed a 
disordered bed of roses, — ^pink, and white, and orange ; 
presently we were floating in the air, looking down 
upon a thousand-domed mosque, pale in the glamour of 
the Oriental moon ; and then a wilderness of bowers 
presented itself, — ^bowers whose fixed leaves still seemed 
to quiver in the slight ripple of the sea, — ^blossoming for 
a moment in showers of buds, purple, and green, and 
gold, but fading almost as soon as born. I could 
scarcely believe my eyes, when these tiny, though marvel- 
lously brilliant fish shot suddenly out from, some lace- 
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like strncture^ eadi haying the lurid and flame-like 
beauty of sulphurous fire, and all turning instantly, in 
sudden consternation at finding us so near, and secreting 
themselves in the coral pavilion that amply sheltered 
them. Among the delicate anatomy of these frozen 
ferns our light canoe was crashing on its way. I saw 
the fragile structures overwhelmed with a single blow 
from the young savage, who stood erect, propelling us 
onward amid the general ruins. With my thumb and 
finger I annihilated the laborious monuments of cen- 
turies, and saw havoc and desolation in our wake. 

There, in one of God's reef-walled and diff-sheltered 
aquaria, we drifted, while the sky and sea were glowing 
with the final triumphant gush of sunset radiance. Fefe 
at last broke the silence, with an interrogation : " Well, 
how do you feel?" "Fefe," I replied, "I feel as 
though I were some good and faithful bee, sinking into 
a sphere of amber, for a sleep of a thousand years." 
Fefe gave a deep-mouthed and expressive grunt, as he 
laid his brown profile against the sunset sky, thereby 
displaying his solitary earring to the best advantage, and 
with evident personal satisfaction. " And how do you 
feel, Fefe ? " I asked. He was miun for a moment ; 
arched his back like any wholesome animal when the 
sun has struck dean through it ; ejaculated an ejacula- 
tion with his tongue and teeth that cannot possibly be 
spelled in English, and thereupon his nostril quivered 
spasmodically, and was only comforted by the immediate 
application of his nose-flute, through which dulcet organ 
he confessed his deep and otherwise unutterable joy. I 
blessed him for it, though there were but three notes, all 
told, and those minors and a trifle flat. 
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Fefe's impassioned soul haying subsided^ we both 
looked over to beautiftd Morea, nine miles away. How 
her peaks shone like steel, and her valleys looked fall of 
sleep 1 while here and there one golden ray lingered for 
a moment to put the final touch to a fruit it was ripen- 
ing or a flower it was painting, — ^for they eadi have 
their perfect work allotted to them, and they don't leave 
it half completed. 

It was just the hour that harmonizes everything in 
nature, and when there is no possible discord in ail the 
universe. The fishes were baptizing themselves by im- 
mersion in space, and kept leaping into the air, like 
momentary inches of chain-lightning. Our islet swam 
before us, spiritualized, — suspended, as it were, above 
the sea, — ready at any moment to fade away. The 
waves had ceased beating upon the reef ; the dear, low 
notes of a bell vibrating from the shore called us to 
prayer. Fefe knew it, and was ready, — ^so was I, — ^and 
wiih bare heads and souls utterly at peace we gave our 
hearts to God — ^for the time being 1 

Then came the hum of voices and the rustle of re- 
newed life. On we pressed towards our islet, under the 
increasing shadows of the dusk. A sloping beach 
received us ; the young cocoa-palms embraced one an- 
other with fringed branches. Through green and end- 
less corridors we saw the broad disc of the full moon 
hanging above the hill. 

Fefe at once chose a palm, and, having ascended to its 
summit, cast down its fruit. Descending, he planted a 
stake in the earth, and striking a nut against its sharp- 
ened top, soon laid open the fibrous husk^ with which a 
fire was kindled. 
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Taking two peeled nuts in his faands^ he struck one 
against the other and laid open the skull of it^ — a clear 
sort of scalping that aroused me to enthusiasm. There 
is one end of a cocoanut's skull as delicate as a baby's, 
and a well-directed tap does the business ; possibly the 
same result would follow with those of infants of the 
right age, — ^twins, for instance. Fefe agrees with me in 
this theory now first given to the public. 

Then foDowed much talk, on many topics, over our 
tropical supper, — said supper consisting of seaweed 
salad, patent self-stuffing banana-sausages, and cocoanut 
hash. We argued somewhat, also, but in South Pacific 
fashion, — ^which would surely spoil if imported; I only 
remember, and will record, that Fefe regarded the nose- 
fiute as a triumph of art, and considered himself no 
novice in musical science, as applicable to nose-flutes in 
a land where there is scarcely a nose without its par- 
ticular flute, and many a flute is silent for ever, because 
its special nose is laid among the dust. 

Having eaten, I proposed sleeping on the spot, and 
continuing the cruise at dawn. " Why should we return 
to the world and its cares, when the sea invites us to its 
isles? Kature will feed us. In that blest land, clothing 
has not yet been discovered. Let us away 1 " I cried. 
At this juncture, voices came over the sea to us, — ^voices 
chanting like sirens upon the shore. Instinctively 
Fefe's nose-flute resumed its tremolo^ and I knew the 
day was lost. ^^ Come I " said the little rascal, as though 
he were captain and I the crew, and he dragged me 
toward the skiff. With terrific emphasis, I commanded 
him to desist. " Don't imagine," I said, " that this is 
a modem " Bounty," and that it is your duty to rise up in 
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mutiny for the sake of dramatic justioe. Nature never 
repeats herself^ therefore come back to camp ! " 

But he wouldn't come. I knew I should lose my* 
canoe unless I followed^ or should have to paddle back 
alone^ — ^no easy task for one unaccustomed to it. So I 
moodily embarked with him; and having pushed off 
into deep water, he sounded a note of triumph that was 
greeted with shouts on shore, and I felt that my &te 
was sealed. 

It had been my life-dream to bid adieu to the human 
family, with one or two exceptions; to sever every tie 
that bound me to anything under the sun ; to live 
close to Nature, trusting her, and getting trusted by 
her. 

I explained all this to the young " Kanack," who was 
in a complete state of insurrection, but failed to subdue 
him. Overhead the air was flooded with hazy moon- 
light; the sea looked like one immeasurable drop of 
quicksilver, and upon the summit of this luminous sphere 
our shallop was mysteriously poised. A faint wind was 
breathing over the ocean; Fefe erected his paddle in 
the bows, placed against it a broad mat that constituted 
part of my outfit for that new life of which I was 
defrauded, and on we sped like a belated sea-bird seek- 
ing its mossy nest. 

Beneath us slept the infimte creations of another 
world, gleaming from the dark bosom of the sea with 
an unearthly pallor, and seeming to reveal something of 
the forbidden mysteries that lie beyond the grave. " La 
Petite Pologne," whispered Fefe, as he arched his back 
for the last time, and stepped on shore at the foot of 
this singular rendezvous, — a narrow lane threadinig the 
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groves of Papeete, bordered by wine-shops, bakeries, 
and a convent-wall, lit at night by smoky lanterns hang- 
ing motionless in the dead air of the town, and thronged 
from 7 p.m. till 10 p.m. by people from all quarters of 
the globe, 

Fefe having resumed his professioa as soon as his 
bare foot was on his native heath again, the minstrels 
moved in a hollow square through the centre of La 
Petite Pologne. They were rendering some Tahitian 
madrigal, — a three-part song, the solo, or first part, of 
which being got safely through with, — a single stanza, — 
it was repeated as a duo, and so re-repeated through 
simple addition with a gradually increasing chorus; the 
nose-flute meantime getting delirious, and sounding its 
firutle in an ecstasy prolonged to the point of strangula- 
tion, when the whole unceremoniously terminated, and 
everybody took a rest and a fresh start. During these 
performances, the audience was dense and demonstrative. 
Fefe was in his element, sitting with his best side to the 
public, and flaunting his earring mightily. A dance 
followed: a dance always foflows in that land of light 
hearts ; and as one after another was ushered into the 
arena and gave his or her body to the interpretation of 
such songs as would startie Christian ears, — ^albeit there 
be some Christian hearts less tender, and Christian lips 
less true, — ^to my surprise, Fefe abandoned his piping 
and danced before me, and then came a flash of intuition, 
— rather late, it is true, but still usefiil as an explanatory 
supplement to my previous vexations. "Fefe I" I 
gasped (Fefe is the Tahitian for EXephantioBxi)^ and my 
Fefe raised his or her skirts, and danced with a shock- 
ing leg. I really can't tell you what Fefe was. You 
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never can tell by the name. ' He might have been a 
boy, or she might have been a girl, all the time. I 
don't know that it makes any particular difference to 
me what it was, but I cannot encourage elephantiasis in 
anything, and therefore I concluded my naval engage- 
ment with Fefe, and solemnly walked toward my cham- 
ber, scarcely a block off. The music followed me to my 
door with a song of some kind or other, but the real 
nature of which I was too sensitive to definitely ascer- 
tain. 

Gazelle-eyed damsels, with star-flowers dangling from 
their ears, obstructed the way. The gendarmes regarded 
me with an eye single to France and French principles. 
Mariners arrayed in the blue of their own sea and the 
white of their own breakers bore down upon us with 
more than belonged to them. Men of all colours went 
to and fro, Uke mad creatures; women followed; children 
careered hither and thither. Wild shouts rent the air; 
there was an intoxicating element that enveloped aU 
things. The street was by no means straight, though 
it could scarcely have been narrower; the waves stag- 
gered up the beach, and reeled back again; the moon 
leered at us, looking blear-eyed as she leaned against 
a cloud; and half-nude bodies lay here and there in dark 
comers, steeped to the toes in rum. Out of this human 
maelstrom, whose fatal tide was beginning to sweep me 
on with it, I made a plunge for my door-knob and 
caught it. Twenty besetting sins sought to follow me, 
covered with wreaths and fragrant with sandalwood oil; 
twenty besetting sins rather pleasant to have around 
one, because by no means as disagreeable as they should 
be. Fefe was there also, and I turned to address him a 
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parting word, — a word calculated to do its work in a 
soil particularly mellow. 

"Fefe," I said, "how can I help regarding it as a 
dispensation of Providence that your one leg is con- 
siderably bigger than your other ? How can I expect 
you, with your assorted legs, to walk in that straight 
and narrow way wherein I have frequently found it 
inconvenient to walk myself, to say nothing of the sym- 
metry of my own extremities ? Therefore, adieu, child 
of the South, with your one earring and your pianoforte 
leg; adieu — ^for ever." 

With that I closed my door upon the scene, and strove 
io bury myself in oblivion behind the white window- 
shade. In vain : the shadow with the moustache and 
goatee still pursued the shadow with the flowing locks 
that fled too slowly. Voices faint, though audible, 
indulged in allusions more or less profane, and with a 
success which would be considered highly improper in 
any latitude. 

Thus sinking into an unquiet sleep, with a dream of 
canoe-cruising in a coral sea, whose pellucid waves sang 
sadly upon the remote shores of an ideal sphere, across 
the window loomed the gigantic shadow of some brown 
beauiy, whose vast proportions suggested nothing more 
bvely than a new Sphinx, with a cabbage in either ear. 
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UNDER A GRASS ROOF. 

A LEAV TORN AT KAJSTDOM. FBOM A TROPIOAL NOTE-BOOK. 

T Kahakuloa^ nnder a terrific hill and dose 
upon a frothing tongne of the sea, I draw 
rein. The act is simply a formality of 
mine ; probably the animal would have 
paused here of his own free will, for he has been rehears- 
ing his stops a whole hour back, during which time he 
limped somewhat and reaped determinedly the few tufts 
of dry grass that Nature had provided him by the trail- 
side. The clouds are falling ; the cUffs are festooned 
with damp gauzef ; the air is moist and cool ; a grass 
hut of uncommon purity stands invitingly by. A moon- 
faced youth, whose spotless garments appealed to me as 
he overtook our caravan a mile back, says, " WiU you 
eat and sleep ? " I am but human, and a hungry and 
sleepy himian at that; so I tip off from my mule's back 
with gratitude and alacrity. In a moment the fine linen 
of mine host is hung upon its peg, and a good study of 
the Nude returns to me for further orders. I am lite- 
rally fitmishing, and the mule is already up to his ears in 
watercress; but then I have ridden and he has carried 
me. How just, Mother Nature, are thy judgments! 
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With the superb poses of a trained athlete, the Nade 
swings a fowl by the neck, and shortly it is plucked and 
potted, together with certain vegetables of the proper 
affinities. Then he swathes a fish in succulent leaves^ 
and buries it in hot ashes; and then he smokes his 
peace-pipe. Pipe no sooner Ughted than mouths mys- 
teriously gather : five, ten, a dozen of them magically 
assemble at the smell of smoke and take their turn at 
the curled shell, with a hollow stalk for a mouthpiece. 
Dinner at last. fish, fruit, and fowl on a mat on a 
floor in a grass hut at evening 1 How excellent are 
these — ^amen I Night — supper over — some one twanging 
upon a stringed instrument of rude native origin. Gos- 
sip lags, — darkness and silence, and a cigarette. The 
Nude rises haughtily and hghts a lamp that looks very 
like a diminutive coffee-pot with a great flame in the 
nose of it. He hangs it against a beam already black- 
ened with smoke to the peak of the roof. Again the 
peace-pipe sweeps the home-circle, and is passed out to 
the mouths of the neighbourhood. 

Guests drop down upon us and fill the one aperture 
of the hut with rows of curious, welcoming faces; as- 
sorted dogs press through the door in turn, receive a 
slap from each member of the family, and retreat with 
invisible tails; sudden impulses set all tongues wagging 
in unison; impulses, equally sudden and unaccountable, 
enjoin protracted intervals of silence. The sea breathes 
heavily; there is a noise of rain-drops sliding down the 
thatch. Guests disperse with a kind " aloha.^^ We are 
alone with the night. The spirit of repose descends 
upon us; one after another the several members of mine 
host's household roll themselves into mummies and lie 
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in a solemn row along the side of the room, sleeping 
I, also, will sleep. A great bark-cloth (kapa) that rattles 
as though it had received seven starchings, is all mine 
for covering, — ^a royal kapa ihis, of exceeding stiSness. 
I lie with my eyes to the roof, and count the beams that 
look like an arbour. What is it, as large as my thumb, 
cased in brown armour ? A roach I — a, melancholy pro- 
cession •f roaches passing from one side of the hut, over 
the roof, with their backs downward, and descending 
on the other side by the beams, — ^a hundred of them, 
perhaps, or a thousand: the cry is, " Still they come ! " 
There is a noise of tiny feet upon the roof, and it isn't 
rain; there is a sound as of falling objects that escape 
before I can catch them. My hand rests upon a cool, 
moist creature that writhes under it, — an animated 
spinal column with four legs at one end of it. Away, 
thou slimy newt! Something runs over the matting, 
making a still, small clatter as it goes, — ^something look- 
ing like a toy train of dirt-cars. Ha I the venomous 
and wily centipede 1 Put out the coffee-pot, for these 
sights are horrible I 

Now I will sleep with my face under the kapa, — 
silence, serene silence, and darkness profound ; the sea 
beating in agony at the foot of the big hill, — a time for 
lofty and sublime revery. More rain outside the hut ; 
gusts of wind, wailing as they rush past us. Thanks 
for this shelter. My pillow saturated with cocoa-nut 
oil — ah, what savage dreams may have disturbed these 
deepers 1 No matter. Will get a wink of sleep 
before daybreak. Sleep, at last, — ^how refreshing art 

thou! 

Hello ! the coffee-pot in ablaze again ; the Nude 
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smoking his peace-pipe ; children eating and making 
merry. Daybreak? No; midnight, perdbance, — dark- 
ness without, darkness once more (by request) within. 
" Come again, bright dream." Horror ! the house 
shaken as by an earthquake ; gnashing of teeth dis- 
tinctly audible, — the mule undoubtedly eating up the 
side of the grass hut ! Anon, quiet restored. A sug- 
gestion of moonlight through the open dogr ; the 
twanging of the stringed affair ; a responsive twang in 
the distance. Some one steals cautiously forth into the 
starlight. All is not well in Kahakuloa. Rain over ; 
mule vegetating elsewhere ; roaches subdued ; sea com- 
paratively quiet. Welcome, kind Nature's sweet re- 
storer ! . . . Humming of voices ; rolling of dogs 
about the house ; ditto of children ditto ; broad day- 
light, and breakfast waiting. Mule saddled, and, with 
a mouthful of roses, looking fresh and happy. Mule- 
boy eager for the fray. Time up. Adieu, adieu — 
beautiful Kahakuloa ! I must away. 

Above the terrible hill hang clouds and shadows ; 
fringes of rain obscure the trail as it climbs persist- 
ently to heaven ; but up that trail, into and through 
those clouds and shadows, I pursue my solitary pil- 
grimage. 





MY SOUTH-SEA SHOW. 




IGH in her lady's chamber sat Gail, looking 
with calm eyes through the budding ma- 
2 pies across the hills of spring. Her letter 
was but half finished, and the village post 
was even then ready ; so she woke out of her reverie, 
and ended the writing as follows :— 

'* Spring, . 

**I know not where you may be at this moment, — ^living with 
what South-Sea Island god, drinking the milk of oocoa-nut, 
and eating bread-fruit, — ^but wherever you are, forget not your 
promise to come home again, bringing your sheaves with you." 

Anon she sealed it and mailed it, and it was hurried 
away, over land and sea, till, after many days, it found 
me drinking my cocoa-milk and refreshing myself with 
bread-fruits. 

Anon I replied to her, not on the green enamel of a 
broad leaf, with a thorn stylet, but upon the blank mar- 
gins of Gail's letter, with my last half-inch of penciL I 
said to her: — 

Summer, . 

*' By-and-by I will come to you, when the evenings are very 
long, and the valley is still. I will cross the lawn in silence, and 
stand knocking at the south entry. Deborah will open the door 
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to me with fear and trembling, for I shall be sunburnt and 
brawny, with a baby cannibal under each arm. Then at a word 
a tattooed youngster shall reach her a Tahitian pearl, and I will 
cry 'Give it to Mistress Gail'; whereat Deborah will willingly 
withdraw, leaving me motionless in the dead leaves by the south 
entry. Tou will take the token, dear Gail, and know it as the 
symbol of, my return. Tou will come and greet us, and lead us 
to the best chamber, and we will feast with you as long as you 
like, — ^I and my cannibals." 

I was never quite sure of what Gail said to my letter, 
but I knew her for a true soul ; so I gathered my can- 
nibals under my metaphorical wings, and journeyed 
unto the village, and came into it at sunset, while it was 
autumn. We passed over the lawn in silence, and stood 
knocking at the south entry, in real earnest. Deborah 
came at last, and the Uttle striped fellow bore aloft his 
pearl of Tahitian beauty, while I gave my message, and 
Deborah was terrified and thought she was dreaming. 
But she took the pearl and went, and we stood in the 
keen air of autumn, and my South Sea babies were very 
cold and moaned pitifully under my arms, and the little 
pearl-bearer shivered in all his stripes, and capered in 
the dead leaves like an imp of darkness. 

Then Gail came to us and let us in, and we camped 
by the great fire in the sitting-room, whither Deborah 
brought bowls of new milk for the Kttle ones, and was 
wonderfully amazed at their quaintness and beauty, but 
quite failed to affiliate with my striped pearl-bearer. 

So I said, " Sit you down, Deborah, and hear the 
true story of my Zebra." Gail had already captured the 
bronze babies, and was helping them with their bowls 
of milk as they nestled at her feet ; and I took my 
striped beauty between my knees, and stroked his soft 
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wool, and told how he saved me from a watery death, 
and again from the fiery stake, and was doubly dear to 
me for evermore : — 

" We were at the island of Pottobokee, getting water 
and frait ; had stacked the last sack of mangoes and 
limes in the boat, and were off for the ship, glad to 
escape with our scalps, when a wave took us amidships 
on the reef, and we swamped in the dreadftJ spume. 
Some were drowned; some clung to the boat, though it 
was stove badly, while rehef came from the vessel as 
quickly as possible, and the fragments were gathered 
out of the waves and taken aboard. 

" They thought themselves lucky to escape with the 
remnants, for they knew the natives for cannibals, and 
the shore was black and noisy within ten minutes after 
the accident. It looked stormy in that neighbourhood : 
hence the caution and haste of the rehef-crew, who left 
me for drowned, I suppose, as they never came after me, 
but spread everything, and went out of sight before 
dark that evening. 

^^ I was no swimmer at all, but I kicked well, and 
was about diving the fatal dive, — ^last of three warnings 
that seem providentially allotted the luckless soul in its 
extremity : I was just upon the third sinking, when a 
tough httle arm gripped me under the breast, and I 
hung over it limp and senseless, knowing nothing fur- 
ther of my dehverance, until I found myself a captive 
in Kabalar-kum, — ^a heathenish sort of paradise, a little 
way back from the sea-coast. 

" The natives had given up all hope of feasting upon 
me, for there wasn't a respectable steak in my whole 
carcase, nor was my appetite promising; so they resolved 
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to make a bonfire of me, to get me out of the way. 
But that tough little ann that saved me from an early 
grave in the water was husband to a tough httle heart, 
that resolved I shouldn't be burnt. I was his private 
and personal property ; he had fished me out of the 
sea ; he would cook me in his own style when he got 
ready, and no one else was to have a word in the 
matter. 

" There he showed his royal blood, Deborah, for he 
was the King's son: this marvellous tattooing proclaims 
his rank. Only the noble and brave are permitted to 
brand these rainbows into their brown skins. 

" I was almost frightened when I first returned to 
consciousness, and saw this little fellow pawing me in 
his tender and affectionate way. He was lithe as a 
panther, and striped all over with brilliant and change- 
less stripes ; so I called him my boy Zebra, and I sup- 
pose he called me his white mouse, or something of that 
sort. 

" Well, he saved me at all events ; and having heard 
something of you and Gail from me, he wanted to see 
you very much, and we made our escape together, 
though he had to sacrifice all his bone-jewelry, and lots 
of skulls and scalps : and here he is, and you must like 
him, Deborah, because he is a Uttle heathen, and doesn't 
go to sabbath-school, as a general thing, and worships 
idols very badly." 

Deborah did me the compliment to absorb a tear in 
the broad hem of her apron, at the conclusion of my 
episode, whereat my beautiful Zebra regarded her in 
utter amazement, then turned his queer face — ringed, 
streaked, and striped — ^up to mine, and laughed his bar- 
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baric laugh. He was wonderful to see, with his breast 
Uke a pigeon ; his round, supple, almost voluptuous 
limbs, peculiar to his amphibious tribe ; his head 
crowned with a turban of thick wool, so fine and flossy, 
it looked as though it had been carded: it stood two 
inches deep at a tangent from his oval pate. 

From his woolly crown to the soles of his feet, my 
Zebra was frescoed in the most brilliant and artistic 
fashion. Every colour under the sun seemed pricked 
into his skin (there he discounted the zebras, who are 
Umited in their combinations of Hght and shade) : this, 
together with the multiplicity of figures therein 
wrought, was a never-failing joy to me. my Zebra ! 
how did you ever grow so splendid off yonder in the 
South Seas? 

We chatted that evening by Gail's fire, till my Zebra's 
wholly head went clean to the floor, and he looked Kke 
some prostrate idol about to be immolated on that 
Christian hearth ; and the baby cannibals were as 
funny as two little brown rabbits, with their ears 
clipped, nestling at Gail's patient feet. 

It was fully nine o'clock by this time, so Deborah 
got the Bible, smoothed out her apron, and opened it 
thereon, while she read a chapter. We sat by the fire 
and listened. I heard the earnest voice of the reader, 
while the autumn winds rose in gusts, and puffed out 
the curtains now and then. I thought of the chilly 
nights and frosty mornings w« were to endure, — we 
exiles of the South. I thought of the snows that were 
to follow, and of the little idolaters sleeping through 
the gospel, with deaf ears, while their hearts panted 
high in some dream of savage joy. 
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There was a big bed made upon the floor of my room, 
— ^the best chamber at Gail's, — and there I laid out my 
Kttle pete, tucking them in with infinite concern ; for 
they looked so like three diminutive dummies, as they 
lay there, that I did not know whether they would 
think it worth while to wake up again in life ; and 
what should 1 be worth then, without my wild boys ? 
I, who was bom, by some mischance, out of my tro- 
pical element, and whose birthright is Polynesia ! Gail 
laughed when she saw me fretting so, and she patted 
the curly heads of the babies, and stroked the Zebra's 
shaggy pate, and said " Good-night " to us, as her 
step measured the hall, and a door closed in the dis- 
tance ; whereupon, instead of freezing in the icy linen 
of the spare bed at the other end of the room, I crept 
softly into the nest of the cannibals, and we slept hke 
kittens until morning. 

At a seasonable hour the next days, I got my jewels 
— ^my littie inhuman jewels — into their thick, winter 
clothes again, and we trotted down to breakfast, as 
hungry as bears. Deborah was good enough to em- 
brace both the little ones, but she gave the Zebra a wide 
berth, and was not entirely satisfied at leaving him 
loose in the house. 

He was rather odd-looking, I confess. He used to 
curl up under the table ^nd go to sleep, at all hours of 
the day, — I think it was tiie cold weather that en- 
couraged him in it, — stretching himself, now and then, 
like a spaniel, and showing his sharp saw-teeth in a 
queer way, when he laughed in his dreams. Presently 
Grail came in, and we sat at table, and came near to 
eating her out of house and home. Deborah said 
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grace, — rather a long one, considering we were so 
hungry, — ^a grace in which my babies were not for- 
gotten, and i^e Zebra was made the subject of a special 
prayer. To my horror Zebra was helping himself surrep- 
titiously to the nearest dish, the while. It was a merry 
meal. I rose in the midst of it, and laid before Gail an 
enormous placard, printed in as many colours as even 
the Zebra could boast, and Gail read it out to Deborah : 

JENKINS' HALL. 
IMMENSE ^TTRA-CTIONI 

FOR ONE NIQHT ONLY I 

HOKY AND POKY, 

A BRACE OF SOUTH-SEA BABIES, FROM THE ANCIENT RITEBS 

OF KABALA-KUMy 

— AND — 

THE WONDEKFUL BOY 

ZEBRA, 

A CANNIBAL PRINCE FROM THE PALMY PLAINS OF POTTOBOKBB, 

IN THEIR GBAND MORAL DIVERSION, 

The first and only opportunity is now afiTorded the great public 
to observe with safety how the heathen, in his blindness, 
bows down to wood and stone. 

These are the only original and genuine representatives of the 
Kabalakumists and Pottobokees that ever left 
their coral strand. 

Admission, . Children, Half Price. 

Deborah was awed into silence, and Gail was ap- 
parently thinking over the possible result of this strange 
advertisement, for she said nothing, but took deliberate 
sips of cofiee, and broke the dry toast between her 
fingers, while she looked at all four of us savages in a 
peculiar and ominous manner. Nothing was said, how- 
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ever, to disparage any farther announcement of the 
entertainment ; and, having appeased our hunger, we 
adjourned to the reading of another chapter, during 
which the South Sea babies would play cat's-cradles 
under Grail's writing-table, and the Zebra put his foot 
into the middle of her work-basket, and was very 
miserable indeed. 

I was as full of work as could be. As an impres- 
sario I had to rush about all day, mustering the Great 
Public for the evening. Out I went, full of it, while the 
bronze midgets were left in charge of Grail and Deborah, 
and the Zebra was locked in an upper room, with 
plenty to eat, and no faciUties for getting into mischief. 
I saw the leading men in town : the preacher, who was 
deeply interested, proposing to take up a collection on 
the next sabbath, for our benefit, — which proposition I 
received with graceful acquiescence pecuUarly my own ; 
the professor, at the Seminary, who was less afiable, 
but whose pupils were radiant at the prospect of getting 
into the cannibals at reduced rates ; and the editor, who 
desired to print full biographies of myself and canni- 
bals, with portraits and facsimile of autographs. He 
strongly urged the plausibility of this new method of 
winning the heart of the Great Public, and was wilHng 
to take my note for thirty days, in consideration of his 
personal friendship for me, and his sympathy, as a 
public man and a member of the press, with the show 
business. 

Everything worked so nicely that it really seemed 
quite providential that I had come, as I had, like any- 
thing in the night, — ^noiseless and unheralded. Every- 
thing was in good order, and, after our late dinner, I 
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went out again, to finish for the evening, — ^portioning 
off my charges, as before, and returning, at the last 
moment, to bring them up to the hall for their debut. 
But judge of my horror at finding my Zebra stretched 
upon the floor of his room, quite insensible ; and all 
this time Jenkins's Hall was thronged with the Great 
Public, who had come to see us bow down to wood 
and stone. 

I was greatly alarmed. What could this sudden 
attack mean ? He was not subject to disorders of that 
nature, — ^at least, I had never seen him in a similar 
condition. The httle fellows began to cry in their 
peculiar fashion, which is simply raising the voice to the 
highest and shrillest pitch, and then shaking to an un- 
limited degree. Gail was by no means charmed at 
these new developments, and Deborah fled from the 
:room. In a moment the cause of our trouble was dis- 
closed. Gail's cologne bottles were exhumed from 
under the bed — but quite empty. Their contents had 
been imbibed by the Zebra in an extemporaneous bac- 
chanalian festival, tendered to himself by himself, in 
honour of the occasion. 

It was useless to borrow further trouble, so I pre- 
pared my apology : " The sudden indisposition peculiar 
to young cannibals during the early stages of a public 
and Christian career had quite prostrated the represen- 
tative from many a palmy plain ; and the South Sea 
babies would endeavour to fill the vacancy caused by his 
absence with several new and interesting features not 
set down in the bills.'* 

I was most cordially received by the audiences, and 
the Uttle midgets danced their weird and fantastic 
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dances^ in the least possible clothing imaginable, and 
sang their love-lyrics, and chanted their passionate war- 
chants, and gave the fnneral wail in a manner that re- 
flected the highest credit npon their respective South 
Sea papas and mammas. I considered it an entire 
success, and pocketed the proceeds with considerable 
satisfaction. 

But to return to my poor little Zebra. His cologne- 
spree had been quite too much for him. He was mentally 
and physically demoralized, and could be of no use to 
me, professionally, for a week, at least. I at once saw 
this, and as I had two or three engagements during 
that time, I begged Gail to allow him to remain with 
her during his convalescence, while I went on with the 
babes and fulfilled my engagements. She consented. 
Deborah also promised to be very good to him. I think 
she took a deeper interest in him when she found how 
very human he was — b. fact she did not fiilly realize until 
he took to drinking. 

On we went, through three little villages, in three 
little valleys, with crowded houses every evening. De- 
lighted and enthusiastic audiences wanted the midgets 
passed around, just as we passed the bone fish-hooks 
and shark' s-teeth combs, for inspection. 

About this time I received a short and decisive epistle 
from Gail, — an immediate sununons home. The Zebra> 
in an unwatched moment, had got into the kerosene, 
and was considered no longer a welcome guest at Gail's. 
Deborah was praying with him daily, which didn't 
seem to have the desired effect, for he was growing 
worse and worse every hour. 

There were at least seven towns anxiously awaiting 
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my South-Sea Lecture, with the " heathen in his blind- 
ness '' attachment. Tet it was out of the question to 
tiiink of pressing on in my tour, thereby sacrificing my 
poor Zebra, and possibly Grail as well. I feared it was 
already too late to save him, for I knew the nature of 
his ailment, and foresaw the almost inevitable result. 
When we returned, Gail met us with tears in her eyes, 
and furrows of care foreshadowed in her face. I felt 
how great a responsibility I had shifted upon her shoul- 
ders, and accused myself roundly for such selfishness. 
The babes rushed into her arms with the first impulse of 
love, and refused to allow her out of their sight again 
for some hours. 

Deborah was, even then, wrestling with the angels 
up in Zebra's room, and I waited until she came down, 
with her eyes red and swollen, — ^a bottle of physic in 
one hand and a Bible in the other ; then I went in to 
my poor, thin, shadowy little Zebra, who was wild-eyed 
and nervous, and scarcely knew me at firstj but went off 
into hysterics the moment he found me out, to make up 
for it. He had had no opportunity of speaking to any 
one, save in his broken English, for several days^ and 
he rushed into a torrent of ejaculations so violent and 
conAising that I was thoroughly alarmed at his condi- 
tion. Presently he grew quieter, fi^om sheer exhaus- 
tion, and then I learned how he had taken Deborah's 
well-intended efforts toward his spiritual conversion. 
He believed her prayvng him to death ! Deborah knew 
nothing of the sensitive organism of these islanders. 
When moved by a spirit of revenge, they threaten one 
another with prayers. Incantations are performed and 
sacrifices offered, under which fearful spells the un- 
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happy viciam of revenge cannot ihink of surviving. So 
he Ues down and dies, without pain, or any effort on 
his part ; and all your physic is like so much water, 
administer it in what proportions you choose. 

I went into the garden, where I saw Gail under the 
maples, — ^the very maples that were budding in pink 
and white when she wrote me the letter bidding me 
come out of tJie South, bringing my sheaves with me. 
The animated sheaves were even then swinging on the 
clothes-lines, and taking life easily. " Gail," I said, 
'^ Gail, the Zebra is a dead boy I " Gail was shocked, 
and silent. I told her how useless, how hopeless it was 
to think of saving him. All the doctors and all the 
medicine in the world were a falli«5y where the soul was 
overshadowed with a malediction. ^^ Gail," I said, 
^Hhat Zebra says he wants to be aa angel, and he 
couldn't possibly have decided upoti anything more un- 
reasonable than this. What shall I do without my 
Zebra ? " And I walked off by myself, and felt despe- 
rately, while Gail was wrapped in thought, and the babes 
conthiued to do inexpressible things on the clothes-lines, 
to the intense admiration of three small boys on the 
other side of the garden-fence. 

The doctor had already been called, and the physic 
that Deborah carried about with her was a legitimate 
draught prescribed by him. Little did he know of the 
death-angel that walks hand-in-hand with a superstition 
as antique as Mount Ararat. So day by day the little 
Zebra grew more and more slender, till his frail, striped 
skeleton stretched itself in a hollow of the bed, and 
great gleaming eyes watched me as they would devour 
me with deathless and passionate love« 

13 



194 SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS, 

Sometimes his soul seemed to steal out of his wither- 
ing body and make mysterious pilgrimages into its 
native climot I heard him murmuring and muttering 
in a language unfamiliar to me. I remembered that 
the chiefs had a dialect of their own, — ^a vocabulary so 
sacred and secret that no commoner ever dared to study 
out its meaning. This I took to be his classical and 
royal tongue, for he was of the best blood of the king- 
dom, and a king's heir. 

Deborah, at the deUcate suggestion of Gail, discon- 
tinued her visitations to his chamber, as it seemed to 
excite him so sadly ; but her earnest soul never rested 
from prayer in his behalf till his last breath was spent, 
find his splendid stripes grew livid for a moment, and 
seemed to change Uke the dolphin's before their waning 
glories were faded out in the lifeless flesh. 

One twilight I took the midgets into the darkened 
room. They scarcely knew the thin, drawn face, with 
the slender, wiry fingers locked over it, but they recog- 
nized the death-stroke with prophetic instinct, and, 
crouching at the foot of the bed, rocked their dusky 
bodies to and fro, to and fro, wailing the death-wail for 
Zebra. 

Then I longed for wings to fly away with my savage 
brood, — ^away, over seas and mountains, till the palms 
waved again their phantom crests in the meUow star-^ 
light, and the sea moaned upon the reef, and the rivulet 
leaped from crag to crag through silence and shadow : 
where death seemed but a grateM sleep ; for the soul 
that dawned in that quiet life had never known the wear 
and tear of this one, but was patient, and peaceful, 
and ready at any hour of summons. 
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Dear Grail strove to comfort me in my tribulation ; 
but the Grreat Public went its way, and knew nothing 
of the young soul that was passing in speedy death. 
Yet the Grreat Public was my guide, philosopher, and 
friend. I could do nothing without its sanction and co- 
operation. I basked in its smiles. I trembled at the 
bought of its displeasure ; and now death was robbing 
me of my hard-earned riches, and annihilating my best 
attraction. No wonder I fretted myself, and berated 
my ill-fortune. Poor Grail had her hands ftill to keep 
me within bounds. I rushed to the Zebra's room, and 
vowed to him that if he wouldn't die just yet I would 
take him home at once to his kingdom, and we'd always 
live there, and die there, by-and-by, when we were fall 
of years. 

Alas, it was too late I ^' I want to be an angel," 
reiterated my Zebra, his thin face brightening with an 
unearthly light 5 " to be an angel," whispered that faint 
and failing voice, while his humid eyes glowed like twin 
moons sinking in the far, mystical horizon of the new 
life he was about to enter upon. I struggled with hini 
no longer. I bowed down by his pillow, and pressed 
the shadowy form of my once beautiful Zebra. " Well, 
be an angel, little prince," said I ; "be anything you 
please, now, for I have done my best to save you, and 
&iled utterly.'* 

So he passed hence to his destiny ; and his nation 
wept not, neither wore they ashes upon their foreheads, 
nor burned seams in their flesh ; for they knew not of 
his fate. But there was a small grave digged in th© 
orchard, and at dusk I carried the cof&n in my arms 
thither : how li^ht it was ! he could have bornA me 
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upon his brawny shoulders once, — strong as a lion's. 
Gail cried, and Deborah cried ; and I was quite beside 
myself. The mites of cannibals ate earth and ashes, and 
came nearly naked to the obsequies, refusing to wear 
their jackets, though the air was frosty and the night 
promised snow. We knelt there, to cover Zebra for 
the last time, crying and shivering, and feeling very, 
very miserable. 

I took a little rest from business after that ; seeing, 
meantime, a stone cut in this mani^er : — 

Here lies, 

In this far land, 

A Pbinge of the Savage South, 

And the Last of his Tribe. 

But life called me into the arena again. A showman 
has little time to waste in mourning over his losses, 
however serious they may be. 

One frosty evening I got my brace of cannibals into 
the lumbering ambulance that constituted my caravan, 
with our boxes of war-clubs and carved whaleVteeth 
lashed on behind us, plenty of buffalo-robes around us, and 
a layer of hot bricks underfoot, and so we started for our 
next scene of action. The inexorable calls of the profes- 
sion forbade our Ungering longer under Grail's hospitable 
roof; and it was not without pangs of inexpressible sorrow 
that we turned from her door, and knew not if we were 
ever again to enjoy the pure influences of her household. 

My heart warmed toward poor, disconsolate Deborah 
in that moment, and I forgave her all, which was the 
most Christian act I ever yet performed. As we rode 
down the lane, I caught a glimpse of the low mound in 
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the orcliard, and I buried my little barbarians nnder my 
great-coat, so as to spare them a fresh sorrow, while I 
thonght how, spring after spring, that small grave would 
be covered with drifts of pale apple-blossoms, and in the 
long winters it would be hidden under the paler drifts 
of snow, — ^when it should be strewn with sea-shells, and 
laid away under a cactus-hedge, in a dense and fragrant 
shade ; and I gathered my little ones closer to me, and 
said in my soul : " 0, if the August Public could only 
know them as I know them, it would doubt us less, and 
love us more I The Zebra is gone, indeed, but my babes 
are here, fresh souls in perfect bodies, like rare-ripe 
fruits, untouched as yet, with the nap and the dew upon 
them." The stars sparkled and flashed in the cloudless 
sky, as we hurried over the crisp ground, — a little, be- 
reaved, benighted company of Soutii-Sea strollers, who 
ask your charily, and give their best in return for it. 

I have told you of my South-Sea show. You may 
yet have an opportunity of judging how you like it, 
provided my baby heathens don't insist upon turning 
into angels before their time, after the manner of the 
lamented Zebra. In the meantime, the dread of this 
not improbable curbing of my high career is but one of 
the sorrows of a South-Sea showman. 
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T Hawaiian oracle^ E^h^le, having posed 
himself in compact and chubby grace, 
awaited his golden opportunity, which was 
not long a-coming. I sat on the steps of 

L 's verandah, and yawned frightfully, because life 

was growing tedious, and I did not know exactly what 

to do next. L 's house was set in the nicest kind of 

climate, at the foot of a great mountain, just at that 
altitude where the hot air stopped dancing, though it 
was never cool enough to shut a door, or to think of 
wearing a hat for any other purpose than to keep the 

sun out of one's eyes. L 's veranda ran out into 

vacancy as blank as cloudless sky and shadowless sea 
could make it ; in fact, all that the eye found to rest 
upon was the low hill jutting off from one comer of the 
house beyond a jasmine in blossom ; and under the hill 
a flat-sailed schooner rocking in a calm. I think there 
was nothing else down the slope of the mountain but 
tangled yellow grass, that grew brown and scant as it 
crept into the torrid zone, a thousand feet below us, and 
there it had not the courage to come out of the earth at 
all ; so the picture ended in a blazing beach, with warm 
waves sliding up and down it, backed by blue-watery 
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and blne-aiiy space for thousands and thousands of 
miles. 

Why should not a fellow yawn over the situation? 

especially as L was busy and could not talk much, 

and L — - — 's books were as old as the hills and a good 
deal drier. 

Having yawned, I turned toward Kah^le, and gnashed 
my teeth. The little rascal looked knowing ; his hour 
had come. He fired off in broken English, and the 
effect was something like this : — 

" Suppose we sleep in House of the Sun, — ^we make 
plenty good sceneries ? " 

" And where is that ? " quoth L 

Kahde's Uttle lump of a nose was jerked up toward 

the great mountain at the back of L 's house. 

" Haleakala 1 " * cried he, triumphantly, for he saw he 
had resurrected my interest in life, and he felt that he 
had a thing or two worth showing, a glimpse of which 
might content me with this world, dull as I found it 
just then. '^Haleakala — ^the House «f the Sun — ^up 
before us," said Kah^le* 

" And to get into the Sun's House ? '* 

^^ Make a good climb up, and go in from the top I ^* 

Ha I to creep up the roof and drop in at the skylight : 
this were indeed a royal adventure. " How long would 
it take?" 

Kahele waxed eloquent. That night we should sleep 
a little up on the slope of the mountain, lodging with the 
ho/olis (foreigners) among the first clouds ; in the mom^ 
ing we should surprise the sun in the turrets of his 

* Haleakala, an extinct crater in the Sandwich Islands, sup, 
posed to be the largest; in the world. 
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temple ; then down — down — down into the crater, that 
had been strewed with ashes for a thousand years* 
After that, out on the other side, toward the sea, where 
the trade-winds blew, and the country was fresh and 
fruitfal. The youngster sweated with enthusiasm whfle 
he strove to make me comprehend the full extent of the 
delights pertaining to this journey ; and, as he finished, 
he made a rapid flank movement toward the animals^ 
staked a few rods away. 

It was not necessary that I should consent to under- 
take this expedition. He was eager to go, and he would 
see that I enjoyed myself when I went ; but go I must, 
now that he had made up my mind for me. I confess, 
X was as wax in that climate. Yet, why not take this 
promising and uncommon tour ? The charm of travel 
is to brei^ new paths. I ceased to yawn any fririher 
over life. Kah^le went to the beasts, and began sad- 
dling them. L 's hospitality culminated in a bottle 

of cold, black coffee, and a hamper of deUcious sand- 
wiches, such as Mrs. L excels in. I had nothing 

to do but to go. It did look like a conspiracy ; but, as 
I never had the moral courage to fight against anything 
of that sort, I got into the saddle and went. 

Turning for a moment toward the brute's tail, over- 
come with conflicting emotions, I said, — 

" Adieu, dear L , thou picture of boisterous in- 
dustry ! Adieu, Mrs. L , whose light is hid under 

the bushel of thy lord ; bui^ as it warms him, it is all 
right, I suppose, and thy reward shall come to thee some 

day, I trust! By-by, multitudes of little L ^s, 

tumbling recklessly in the back-yard, crowned with 
youth and robust health and plenty of flaxen curls I 
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Awsjy Kah^le 1 for it is toward evening, and the clouds 
are skating along the roof of the House of the Sun. 
Sit not upon the order of jour going, but strike spurs 
at once, — and away 1 " 

It was thus tliat I revived myself. The prospect of 
fresh adventure intoxicated me. I do not believe I could 
have been bought off afler that enlivening farewell The 
air of the islands was charged with electricity. I bristled 
all over with new life. I wanted to stand up in my 
saddle and fly. 

It seemed the boy had engaged a special guide for the 
crater, — one accustomed to feeling his way tiirough the 
bleak hollow, where any unpractised feet must have 
surely gone astray. Kah^le offered him a tempting 
bonus to head our little caravan at once, though it goes 
sorely against the Hawaiian grain to make up a mind 
inside of three days. Kah^le managed the financial 
department, whenever he had the opportunity, with a 
liberality worthy of a purse ten iimes as weighty as 
mine ; but as he afterward assured me, that guide was 
a fine man, and a friend of his whom it was a pleasure 
and a privflege to serve. 

Of course, it was all right, since I couldn't help my- 
self ; and we three pulled up the long slopes of ELalea- 
kala, while the clouds multipUed, as the sun sank, and 
the evening grew awfully still. Somewhere up among 
the low-hanging mist there was a house full of haoli^ 
and there we proposed to spend the night. We were 
looking for this shelter with all our six eyes, while we 
rode slowly onward, having scarcely uttered a syllable 
for the last half-hour. You know there are some im- 
pressive sorts of solitude, that seal up a fellow's Ups ; he 
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can only look about him in quiet wonderment, tempered 
with a fearless and refreshing trust in that Providence 
who has enjoined silence. Well, this was one of those 
times ; and right in the midst of it Kah^le sighted a 
smoke-wreath in the distance. To me it looked very 
like a cloud, and Z ventured to declare it such ; but the 
youngster frowned me down, and appealed to the special 
guide for further testimony. The guide declined to 
commit himself in the matter of smoke or mist, as he 
ever did on all succeeding occasions, being a wise guide^ 
who knew his own fallibility. It was smoke 1 — ^a thin, 
blue ribbon of it, uncoiKng itself from among the 
branches of the overhanging trees, floating up and up 
and tying itself into double-bow knots, and then trying 
to untie itself, but perishing in the attempt. 

In the edge of the grove we saw ihe little white cot- 
tage of the haolis ; and, not far away, a camp fire, 
with bright, red flames dancing around a kettle, swung 
under ihree stakes with their three heads together. Tall 
figures were moving about the camp, looking almost 
like ghosts, in the uncertain glow of the fire ; and to- 
wards these lights and shadows we jogged with satis- 
faction, scenting supper from afar. 

" Halloo 1" said we, with voices that did not sound 
very loud up in that thin atmosphere. 

^ Halloo I '* said they, with the deepest unconcern, as 
though they had been through the whole range of hu- 
man experience, and there was positively nothing left 
for them to get excited over. 

Some of their animals whinnied m a fashion that drew 
a response from ours. A dog barked savagely until he 
was spoken to, and then was obliged to content himself 
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with an occasional whine. Some animal — a sheep, per- 
haps — rose up in the trail before us, and plunged into 
bush, sending our beasts back on their haunches with 
fright. A field-cricket lifted up its voice and sang; and 
then a hundred joined him ; and then ten thousand 
times ten thousand swelled the chorus, till the moun-> 
tains were alive with singing crickets. 

" Halloo, stranger 1 Come in and stop a bit, won't 
you ? " This was our welcome from the chief of the 
camp, who came a step or two forward, as soon as we 
had ridden within range of the camp fire. 

And we went in unto them, and ate of their bread, 
and drank of their coffee, and slept in their blankets, — 
or tried to sleep, — ^and had a mighty good time gene- 
rally. 

The mountaineers proved to be a company of Cali-* 
fomia miners, who had somehow drifted over the sea, 
and, once on that side, they naturally enough went into 
the mountains to cut wood, break trails, and make them- 
selves useful in a rough, out-of-door fashion. They had 
for companions and assistants a few natives, who, no 
doubt, did the best they could, though the Califomians 
expressed considerable contempt for the "lazy devils, 
who were fit for nothing but to fiddle on a jew's-harp." 

We ate of a thin, hot cake, baked in a frying-pan 
over that camp fire ; gnawed a boiled bone fished out of 
the kettle swung under the three sticks ; drank big 
bowls of coffee, sweetened with coarse brown sugar and 
guiltless of milk ; and sat on the floor all the while, 
with our legs crossed, like so many Turks and tailors. 
We went to our blankets as soon as the camp fire had 
smothered itself in ashes, though meanwhile Jack, chief 
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of the camp^ gaiihered himself to windward of the flames, 
with his hips on his heels and his chin on his knees, 
smoking a stubbj pipe, and talking of flush times in 
California. He was one of those men who could and 
would part with his last quarter, relying upon Nature 
for his bed and board. He said to me, '^ If jou can 
rough it, hang on a while, — what's to drive you off? " 
I could rough it :* the fire was out, the night chilly ; so 
we turned in under blue blankets with a fuzz on them 
like moss, and, having puffed out the candle, — ^that lived 
long enough to avenge its death in a houseful of villain- 
ous smoke, — ^we turned over two or three times apiece, 
and, one after another, fell asleep. At the farther side 
of the house lay the natives, as thick as sheep in a pen, 
one of them a glossy black fellow, as sleek as a eunuch, 
bom in ihe West Indies, but whose sands of life had 
been scattered on various shores. This sooiy fellow 
twanged a quaint instrument of native workmanship, 
and twanged with uncommon skill. His art was the 
life of tiiat savage community at the other end of the 
house. Again and again, during the night, I awoke 
and heard the tinkle of his primitive harp, mingled with 
the ejaculations of delight wrung from the hearts of his 
dusky and sleepless listeners. 

Once only was that midnight festival interrupted. 
We all awoke suddenly and simultaneously, though 
we scarcely knew why ; then the dog began to mouth 
horribly. My blanket-fellows — ^beds we had none— r 
knew ihere was mischief brewing, and rushed out with 
their guns cocked. Presently the dog came in from the 
brush, complaining bitterly, and one of the miners shot 
at a rag fluttering among the bushes. In the morning 
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we foond a horse gone^ and a couple of bulleirlioles in a 
shirt spread out to dry. As soon as the excitement was 
over^ we returned to the blankets and the floor. The 
eunuch tuned his harp anew, and, after a long while, 
dawn looked in at the uncurtained window, with a pale, 
grey face, freckled with stars. 

Kahele saw it as soon as I did, and was up betimes. 
I fancy he slept little or none that night, for he was fond 
of music, and especially fond of such music as had made 
the last few hours more or less hideous. Everybody 
rose with the break of day, and there was something to 
eat long before sunrise, after which our caravan, with 
new vigour, headed for the summit. 

Wonderftil clouds swept by us ; sometimes we were 
lost for a moment in their icy depths. I could scarcely 
see the taU ears of my mule when we rode into those 
opaque billows of vapour that swept noiselessly along 
ihe awful heights we were scaling. It was a momen- 
tary but severe bereavement, the loss ofthose ears and 
the head that went with them, because Icared not 
to ride saddles that seemed to be floating in the air. 
What was Prince Firome Schah to me, or what was 
I to the Princess of Bengal, that I should do this 
thing I 

There are pleasanter sensations than that of going to 
heaven on horseback ; and we wondered if we should 
ever reach the point where we could begin to descend 
again to our natural level, and talk to people infinitely 
below us just then. Ten thousand perpendicular feet 
in the air ; our breath short ; our animals weak in the 
knees ; the ocean rising about us like a wall of sapphire, 
on the top of which the sky rested like a cover, — ^we 
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felt as though we were shut in an exhausted receiver, 
the victims of some scientific experiment for the delec- 
tation of the angels. We were at the very top of the 
eartL There was nothing on our side of it nearer to 
Saturn than the crown of our heads. It was deuced 
solemn^ and a trifle embarrassing. It was as though 
we were personally responsible for the planet during 
the second we happened to be uppermost in the universe. 
I felt unequal to the occasion in that thin, relaxing 
atmosphere. The special guide, I knew, would shirk 
this august investiture, as he shirked ereiything else, 
save only the watchful care of my collapsing 'porie^ 
Tnonnaie. B^ah^le, perhaps, would represent us to the 
best of his ability, — ^which was not much beyond an 
amazing capacity for food and sleep, coupled with 
cheek for at least two of his size. There is danger 
in delay, saiih the copybook ; and while we crept 
slowly onward toward the rim of the crater, the sun 
rose, and we forgot all else save his glory. We had 
reached the mouth of the chasm. Below us yawned 
a gulf whose farther walls seemed the outlines of some 
distant island, within whose depths a sea of cloud was 
satisfied to ebb and flow, whose billows broke noiselessly 
at the base of the sombre walls among whose battle- 
ments we clung like insects. I wonder that we were 
not dragged into that awfdl sea, for strange and sudden 
gusts of wind swept past us, coming from various 
quarters, and rushing like heralds to the four corners 
of the heavens. We were far above the currents that 
girdle the lower earth, and seemed in a measure cut off 
from the life that was past. We lived and breathed in 
cloud-land. All our pictu^res were of vapour ; our sur- 
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ronndings changed continually. Forests laced with 
frost ; silvery, silent seas ; shores of agate and of pearl ; 
blue, shadowy cayems ; mountains of light, dissolving 
and rising again transfigured in glorious resurrection, 
{he sun tinging them with infinite colour. A flood of 
radiance swept over the mysterious picture, — a deluge 
of blood-red glory that came and went like a blush ; and 
then the mists &ded and fled away, and gradually we 
saw the deep bed of the crater, blackened, scarred, dis- 
torted, — a desert of ashes and cinders shut in by sooty 
walls ; no tinge of green^ no suggestion of life, no sound 
to relieve the imposing silence of that literal death of 
Nature. We were about to enter the guest-chamber of 
the House of the Sun. If we had been spirited away 
to the enchanted cavern of some genii, we could not 
have been more bewildered. The cloud-world had come 
to an untimely end, and we were left alone among its 
blackened and charred ruins^ That magician, the sun, 
hearing the approach of spies, had transformed his fairy 
palace into a bare and uninviting wilderness. But we 
were destined to explore it notwithstanding ; and our 
next move was to dismount and drive our unwilling 
animals over into the abyss. The angle of our descent 
was too near the perpendicular to sound like truth, in 
print. I will not venture to give it ; but I remember 
that our particular guide and his beast were under foot, 
while Kah^le and his beast were overhead, and I and 
my beast, sandwiched between, managed to survive the 
double horror of being buried in the d&ms that rained 
upon us from the tail-end of the caravan, and slaying 
the unfortunate leaders ahead with the multitude of 
rocks we sent thundering down the cliff. A moving 
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avalanche of stones and dust gradually brought us to 
the bed of the crater, where we offered thanks in the 
midst of an ascending doud of cinders, every soul of us 
panting with exhaustion, and oozing like a saturated 
sponge. The heat was terrific ; shelter there was none ; 

L 's coffee was all that saved us from despair. 

Before us stretched miles and miles of lava, looking 
like scorched pie-crust ; two thousand feet above us 
hung heavy masses of baked masonry, unrelieved by 
any tinge of verdure. To the windward there was a 
gap in the walls, through which forked tongues of mist 
ran in, but curled up and over the ragged cliffs, as 
though the prospect were too uninviting to lure them 
farther. It behoved us to get on apace, for life in the 
deserted House of the Sun was, indeed, a burden, and 
moreover there was some danger of our being locked in. 
The wind might veer a little, in which case an ocean of 
mist would deluge the crater, shutting out light and 
heat, and bewildering the pflgrim so that escape were 
impossible. The loadstone bewitched the compass in 
that fixed sea, and there were no beacons and no sound- 
ing signals to steer by. Across the smooth, hard lava 
occasional traces of a trail were visible, like scratches 
upon glass. Close to the edges of this perilous path 
yawned chasms. Sometimes the narrow way led over 
a ridge between two sandy hollows, out of which it was 
almost impossible to return, if one false step should 
plunge you into its yielding vortex. There was a long 
pull toward afternoon, and a sweltering camp about 

three p.m., where we finished L 's lunch, and were 

not half satisfied. Even the consoling weed barely 
sustained our fainting spirits, for we knew that the 
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more tedious portion of the journey was yet to 
come. 

The windward vestibule wound down toward the sea, 
a wild gorge through which the molten lava had poured 
its destructive flood. There it lay, a broad, uneven 
pass of dead, black coal, — clinkers, as ragged and sharp 
as broken glass, — threaded by one beaten track a few 
inches in breadth. To lose this trail was to tear the 
hoofs from your suffering beasts in an hour or two, and 
to lacerate your own feet in half the time. Having 
refreshed ourselves on next to nothing, we pressed for- 
ward. Already the shadows were creeping into the 
House of the Sun, and as yet we had scarcely gained 
the mouth of the pass. As we rode out from the shelter 
of a bluff, a cold draught struck us like a wave of 
the sea. Down the bleak, winding chasm we saw clouds 
approaching, pale messengers that travel with the trade- 
wind and find lodgment in the House of the Sun. 
Tbey were hastening home betimes, and had surprised 
us in the passage. It was an unwelcome meeting. 
Our particular guide ventured to assume an expression 
of concern, and cautiously remarked that we were 
palikia, — that is, in trouble 1 For once he was equal 
to an emergency ; he knew of a dry well close at hand ; 
we could drop into it and pass the night, since it was 
impossible to feel our way out of the crater through 
clouds almost as dense as cotton. Had we matches? 
No. Had we dry sticks ? Yes, in the well, perhaps. 
Kah^le could make fire without phosphorus, and we 
could keep warm till morning, and then escape from 
the crater as early as possible. After much groping 
about, in and out of clouds, we found the dusty well 

14 
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and dropped into it. Ferns — ^a few of them — ^grew 
about its sides ; a dwarfed tree, rejoicing in four angular 
branches, as full of mossy elbows as possible, stood in 
the centre of our retreat, and at the roots of this 
miserable recluse the Kanakas contrived to grind out 
a flame by boring into a bit of decayed wood with a 
dry stick twirled rapidly between their palms. Dead 
leaves, dried moss, and a few twigs made a shori-lived 
and feeble fire for us. Darkness had come upon the 
place. We watched the flaming daggers stab the air 
fitftilly, and finally sheathe themselves for good. We 
filled our shallow cave with smoke that drove us into 
tlie mouth of it, from time to time, to keep from stran- 
gulation. We saw our wretched beasts shaking with 
cold ; we saw the swift, belated clouds hurrying onward 
in ghostly procession ; we could do nothing but shudder 
and return to oUr dismal bed. No cheerftd cricket blew 
his shrill pipe, like a policeman's whistle ; the sea sang 
not for us with its deep, resounding voice ; the Hawaiian 
harp was hushed. A stone, loosened by some restless 
lizard, rattled down the cliff ; a goat, complaining of 
the cold, bleated once or twice. The wind soughed ; 
the dry branches of our withering tree sawed across 
each other : these were our comforters during that 
almost endless night. 

Once the heavens were opened to us. Through the 
rent in the clouds we saw a great shoulder of the cliflF 
above us, bathed in moonlight. A thousand grotesque 
shadows played over the face of it. Pictures came and 
went, — a palimpsest of mysteries. Grargoyles leered at 
us from under the threatening brows of the bluff; and a 
white spectre, sbinijig like a star, stood on the upper- 
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most peak, voiceless and motionless, — some living crea- 
ture lost in admiration of the moon. Then the sky fell 
on us, and we were routed to our solitary cave. 

There is a solitude of the sea that swallows up hope; 
the despairing spirit hangs over a threatening abyss of 
death; yet above it and below it there are forms of life 
rejoicing in their natural element. But there is a soli- 
tude of the earth that is more awful; in it Death taunts 
you with his presence, yet delays to strike. At sea, one 
step, and the spirit is set at Kberty, — ^the body is en- 
tombed for ever. But alas ! within the deserts of the 
earth no sepulchre awaits the ashes of him who has 
suffered, and nought but the winds or the foul-feeding 
vultures shall cleanse that bleaching skeleton where it 
lies. 

We tried to sleep on our stony pillows. Kah^e woke 
and found the guide and me dozing; later, the guide 
roused himself to the discovery that Kahfle and I were 
wrapped in virtuous unconsciousness. Anon I sat up 
among the rocks, listened to the two natives breathing 
heavily, and heard the wind sighing over the yawning 
mouth of onr cavern. I heard ihe beasts stamping 
among the clinkers, and covered my head again wiih 
the damp blanket, and besieged sleep. Then. we all 
three started from our unrefreshing dreams, and lo 1 
the clouds were rising and fleeing away, and a faint, 
rosy light over the summii^-peaks looked like sunrise; 
so we rose and saddled the caravan, and searched 
about us for the lost trail. Hour after hour we 
drew nearer to the mouth of the crater. Our pro- 
gress was snail-Uke ; eadi one of us struck out for 
himself, having lost confidence in the cunning of the 
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other. From small elevations we took our reckoning, 
and he who got the farthest toward the sea lifted up 
his voice in trinmph^ and was speedily joined by the 
rest of the party. 

At last we came npon the bluffs that overhang the 
green shores of the island. We were safely out of the 
Sun's Tabernacle, but not yet free to pass into the lowly 
vales of the earth. Again and again we rode to the 
edges of the cliffs, whose precipitous waUs forbade our 
descent. Sometimes we clung to the bare ribs of the 
mountain, where a single misstep might have sent us 
headlong into the hereafter. Frequently we rejoiced in 
a discovery that promised well; but anon a sheltered 
chasm unveiled its hideous depths, or an indigo-jungle 
laid hold of us and cut us off in that direction. 

Below us lay the verdant slopes of Kaupo. From 
their dried-grass houses flocked the natives, looking hke 
ants and their hills. They watched us for hours with 
amused interest. Now and then they called to us with 
faint and far-off voices, — suggestions that were lost to 
us, since they sounded like so many bird-notes floating 
in this wind. All day we saw the little village lying 
imder us temptingly peaceful and lazy. Clouds still 
hung below us: some of them swept by, pouring copious 
drops, that drove our audience within doors for a few 
moments; but the rain was soon over, the sun shone 
brighter than ever, the people returned to watch us, and 
the day waned. We surprised flock upon flock of goat^s 
in their rocky retreats; but they dispersed in all direc- 
tions like quicksilver, and we passed on. About dusk 
we got into the grassy land, and thanked God for deli- 
verance. 



\ 
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Here Kah^e's heart rejoiced. Here, close by the Utile 
chapel of Kanpo, he discovered one whom he proclaimed 
his grandfather; though, judging from the years of the 
man, he could scarcely have been anything beyond an 
uncle, I was put to rest in a little stone cell, where the 
priests sleep when they are on their mission to Kaupo. 
A narrow bed, with a crucifix at the foot of it, a small 
window in the thick wall, with a jug of water in the 
comer thereof, and a chair with a game-leg, constituted 
the famishment of the quaint lodging. Kah^le rushed 
about to see old friends, — ^who wept over him, — and 
was very long absent, whereat I waxed wroth, and 
berated him roundly; but the poor fellow was so charm- 
ingly repentant that I forgave him all, and more too, 
for I promised him I would stay three days, at least, 
with his uncle-grandfather, and give him his imiversal 
Kberty for the time being. 

From the open doorway I saw the long sweep of the 
mountains, looking cool and purple in the twilight. 
The ghostly procession of the mists stole in at the wind- 
ward gap; the after-glow of the evening suffused the 
front of the chapel witii a warm Hght, and the statue ot 
the Virgin above the chapel-door, — a little faded with 
the suns of that endless summer, a Uttle mildewed with 
the frequent rains, — ^the statue looked down upon us 
with a smile of welcome. Some youngsters, as naked 
as day-old nest-birds, tossed a ball into the air; and 
when it at last lodged in the niche of the Virgin, they 
clapped their hands, half in merriment and half in awe, 
and the games of the evening ended. Then the full 
moon rose; a cock crew in the peak of the chapel, 
Ihinking it daybreak, and the little fellows slept, with 
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their spines curved like young kittens. By and by the 
moon hung, round and mellow, beyond the chapel-cross, 
and threw a long shadow in the grass; and then I went 
to my cell and folded my hands to rest, with a sense of 
blessed and unutterable peace. 






THE CHAPEL OF THE PALMS. 

H, the long suffering of him who threads a 
narrow trail over the brown crust of a 
hill where the short grass lies flat in tropical 
sunshine I On one side sleeps the blue, 
monotonous sea; on the other, crags clothe themselves 
in cool mist and look dreamy and solemn. 

The boy Kah^e, who has no ambition beyond the bit 
of his foot-sore mustang, lags behind, taking all the 
dust with commendable resignation. 

As for me, I am wet through with the last shower; 
I steam in the fierce noonday heat. I spur Hok^ the 
mule into the shadow of a great cloud that drifts lazily 
overhead, and am gratefdl for this unsatisfying shade as 
long as it lasts. I watch the sea, swinging my whip by 
its threadbare lash like a pendulum, — ^the sea, where a 
very black rock is being drowned over and over by the 
tremendous swell that covers it for a moment; but 
somehow the rock comes to the surface again, amd seems 
to gasp horribly in a deluge of breakers. That rock has 
been drowning for centuries, yet its struggle for life is 
as real as ever. 

I watch the mountains, cleft with green, fern- 
cushioned chasms, where an occasional stream silently 
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distils. Far up on a sun-swept ledge a white, scatter- 
ing drift, looking like a rose-garden after a high wind, 
I know to be a flock of goats feeding. But the wind- 
dried and sun-burnt grass under foot, the intangible 
dust that pervades the air, the rain-cloud in the dis- 
tance, trailing its banners of crape in the sea as it bears 
down upon us, — these annoyed me somewhat, and make 
life a burden for the time being ; so I spur my faithless 
Hok^ up a new ascent as forbidding as any that we 
have yet come upon, and slowly and with many pauses 
creep to the summit. 

Kah^le, " the goer," belies his name, for he loiters 
everywhere and always '; yet I am not sorry. I have 
the first glimpse of Wailua all to myself. I am not 
obliged to betray my emotion, which is a bore of the 
worst sort. 

Wailua lies at my feet, — ^a valley full of bees, "butter- 
flies, and blossoms, the sea fawning at the mouth of it^ 
the clouds melting over it ; waterfalls gushing from 
numerous green comers ; silver-white phaetons floating 
in mid-^ir, at a loss to choose between earth and 
heaven, though evidently a Utile indined earthward, 
for they no sooner drift out of the bewildering bowers 
of Wailua than they return again with noticeable haste. 

Down I plunge into the depths of the valley, with the 
first drops of a heavy shower pelting me in the back; 
and under a great tree, that seems yearning to shelter 
somebody, I pause till the rain is over. 

Anon the slow-footed Kah^le arrives, leaking all over, 
and bringing a peace-ofiering of ohias, the native apple, 
as juicy and sweet as the forbidden fruits of Paradise. 
As for these apples, they have solitary seed, like a nut- 
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meg, a pulp as white as wax, a juice flavoured with 
roses, and their skin as red as a peony and as glossy as 
varnish. These we munch and munch while the forest 
reels under the impetuous avalanches of big rain-drops, 
and our animals tear great tufts of sweet grass from the 
upper roadside. 

Is it far to the chapel, I wonder. Kah^le thinks not, 
— perhaps a pari or two distant. But a pari, a cliff, has 
many antecedents, and I feel that some dozen or so of 
climbs, each more or less fatiguing, still separate me 
from ^<^ rest I am seeking, and hope not to find until I 
reach the abode of Pfere Fidelis, at the foot of the cross, 
as one might say. 

The rain ceases. Hok^ once more nerves himself for 
fresh assaults upon the everlasting hills. Kah^le drops 
behind as usual, and the afternoon wanes. 

How fresh seems the memory of this journey, yet its 
place is with the archives of the past. I seem to breathe 
the incense of orange-flowers, and to hear the whisper of 
distant waterfalls as I write. 

It must have been toward sunset, — we were thread- 
ing the eastern coast, and a great mountain filled the 
west — ^but I felt that it was the hour when day ends 
and night begins. The heavy clouds looked as though 
they were still brimful of sunlight, yet no ray escaped 
to gladden our side of the world. 

Finally, on the brow of what seemed to be the last 
hill in this life, I saw a cross, — ^a cross among the palms. 
Hok6 saw it, and quickened his pace : he was not so 
great an ass but he knew that there was provender in 
the green pastures of Pfere Fidelis, and his heart 
freshened within him. 
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A few paces from the grove of palms I heard a bell 
swing jubilantly. Out over the solemn sea, up and 
down that foam-crested shore, rang the sweet Angelus, 
One may pray with some fervour when one's journey is 
at an end. When the prayer was over, I walked to the 
gate of the chapel-yard, leading tihe willing Hok^, and 
at that moment a slender figure, clad all in black, his 
long robes flowing gracefully about him, his boyish 
face heightening the effect of his grave and serene 
demeanour, his thin, sensitive hands held forth in 
hearty welcome, — ^a welcome that was almost like a 
benediction, so spiritual was the love which it ex- 
pressed, — came out, and I found myself in the arms 
of Pfere Fidelis, feeling hke one who has at least 
been permitted to kneel upon the threshold of his 
Mecca. 

Why do our hearts sing jubilate when we meet a 
friend for the first time? What is it within us that 
with its life-long yearning comes suddenly upon the all- 
sufiicient one, and in a moment is crowned and satis- 
fied? I could not tell whether I was at last waking 
from a sleep or just sinking into a dream. I could have 
sat there at his feet contented ; I could have put off my 
worldly cares, resigned ambition, forgotten the past, 
and, in the blessed tranquillity of that hour, have dwelt 
joyfully under the palms with him, seeking only to 
follow in his patient footsteps until the end should 
come. 

Perhaps it was the realization of an ideal that 
plunged me into a luxurious reverie, out of which I 
was summoned by mon phre, who hinted that I must 
be hungry. Prophetic father! hungry I was indeed* 
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Mon phre led me to his little house with three rooms, 
and installed me host, himself being my ever-watchful 
attendant. Then he spoke : '^ The lads were at the sea, 
fishing : would I excuse him for a moment ? " 

Alone in the little house, with a glass of claret and a 
hard biscuit for refreshment, I looked about me. The 
central room, in which I sat, was bare to nakedness : a 
few devotional books, a small clock high up on the 
wall, with a short wagging pendulum, two or three 
paintings, betraying more sentiment than merit, a table, 
a wooden form against the window, and a crucifix, 
complete its inventory. A high window was at 
my back ; a door in front opening upon a verandah 
shaded with a passion-vine ; beyond it a green, undu- 
lating country running down into the sea ; on either 
hand a little cell containing nothing but a narrow bed, 
a saint's picture, and a rosary. Kahfle, having distri- 
buted the animals in good pasturage, lay on the veran- 
dah at fiill length, supremely happy as he jingled his 
spurs over the edge of the steps, and hummed a native 
air in subdued falsetto, like a mosquito. 

Again I sank into a reverie. Enter mon phre with 
apologies and a plate of smoking cakes made of eggs 
and batter, his own handiwork ; enter the lads from 
the sea with excellent fish, knotted in long wisps of 
grass ; enter Elah^le, lazily sniffing the savoury odours 
of our repast with evident relish ; and then supper in 
good earnest. 

How happy we were, having such talks in several 
sorts of tongues, such polyglot efforts towards socia- 
bility, — French, English, and native in equal parts, but 
each broken and spliced to suit our dire necessity ! The 
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candle flamed and flickered in the land-breeze timt 
swept through the house, — ^unctuous waxen stalactites 
decorated it almost past recognition ; the crickets sang 
lustily at the doorway ; the little natives grew sleepy 
and curled up on their mats in the comer ; Kah^le 
slept in his spurs like a bom muleteer. And now a 
sudden conviction seized us that it was bedtime in very 
truth ; so mon pire led me to one of the cells, saying, 
" Will you sleep in the room of Pfere Amabilis ? " 
Yea, verily, with all humility ; and there I slept after 
the benediction, during which the young priest's face 
looked almost like an angel's in its youthful holiness, 
and I was afraid I might wake in the morning and 
find him gone, transported to some other and more 
lovely world. 

But I didn't. Pire Fidelis was up before daybreak. 
It was his hand that dashed the joyful Angelus at sun- 
rise that woke me from my happy dream ; it was his 
hand that prepared the frugal but appetizing meal ; hcf^ 
made the coffee, such ridi, black, aromatic coffee as 
Frenchmen alone have the faculty of producing. He 
had an eye to the welfare of the animals also, and seemed 
to be commander-in-chief of affairs secular as well as 
ecclesiastical ; yet he was so young 1 

There was a day of brief incursions mountain-ward, 
with the happiest results. There were welcomes show- 
ered upon me for his sake ; he was ever ministering to 
my temporal wants, and puzzling me with dissertations 
in assorted lauguages. 

By happy fortune a Sunday followed when the 
Chapel of tiie Palms was thronged with dusky worship- 
pers ; not a white face present but the father's and mine 
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own, yet a common trust in the blessedness of the life 
to come struck the key-note of universal harmony, and 
we sang the Magnificat with one voice. There was 
something that fretted me in all this admirable expe- 
rience : P^re Fidehs could touch neither bread nor 
water until after the last mass. Hour by hour he grew 
paler and fainter, spite of the heroic fortitude that sus- 
tained his falnishing body. 

" Mon pire*' said I, " you must eat, or go to heaven 
betimes." He would not. "You must end with an 
earUer mass," I persisted. It was impossible : many 
parishioners came from miles away ; some of these 
started at daybreak, as it was, and they would be unable 
to arrive in season for an earlier mass. Excellent 
martyr ! thought I, to offer thy body a living sacrifice 
for the edification of these savage Christians I At last 
he ate, but not until appetite itself had perished. Then 
troops of children gathered about him clamouring to 
kiss the hand of the priestly youth; old men and women 
passed him with heads uncovered, amazed at the devo- 
tion of one they could not hope to emulate. 

Whenever I referred to his hfe, he at once led me to 
admire his fellow-apostle, who was continually in his 
thoughts. Pere Amabilis was miles away, repairing a 
chapel that had suffered somewhat in a late gale ; Pere 
Amabilis would be so glad to see me ; I must not fail 
to visit him ; and for fear of some mischance^ Pfere 
Fidelis would himself conduct me to him. 

The way was hard,^-deep chasms to penetrate, swift 
streams to be forded, narrow and slippery trails to be 
threaded through forest, swamp, and wilderness. These 
obstacles separated the devoted friends, but not for long 
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seasons. Pfere Fidelis would go to him whom he had 
not laid eyes on for a fortnight at least. 

The boy Kah^le was glad of companionship ; one of 
the small fishers, an acoljrte of the chapel, wonld accom- 
pany US, and together they could lag behind, eating 
ohias and dabbUng in every stream. 

A long day's journey followed. We wended our way 
through jungles of lauhala, with slim roots in the air 
and long branches trailing about them like vines ; they 
were like great cages of roots and branches in a woven 
snarl. We saw a rocky point jutting far into the sea. 
" Pfere Amabilis dwells just beyond that cape," said my 
companion, fondly; and it seemed not very far distant ; 
but our pace was slow and wearisome, and the hours 
were sure to distance us. We fathomed dark ravines 
whose farther walls were but a stone's throw from us, 
but in whose profound depths a swift torrent rushed 
madly to the sea, threatening to carry us to our destruc- 
tion, — ^green, precipitous troughs, where the tide of 
mountain-rain was lashed into fury, and with its death- 
song drowned our voices and filled our animals with 
terror. 

Now and then we paused to breathe, man and beast 
panting with &.tigue ; sometimes the rain drove us into 
the thick wood for shelter ; sometimes a brief deluge, 
the offspring of a rent cloud at the head of the ravine, 
stayed our progress for half an hour, until its volume 
was somewhat spent and the stream was again fordable* 
Here we talked of the daily miracles in nature. Again 
and again the young fathers are called forth into the 
wilderness to attend on the sick and dying. Little 
chapels are hidden away among the moimtains and 
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through the yaUeys ; all these must be visited in tnm. 
Their life is ail actiml pilgrimage from chapel to chapel, 
which nofliiiig but physical inabiKty may interrupt 

At one spot I saw a tree under which F^re Fidelis 
once passed a tempestuous night. On either side yawned 
a ravine swept by an impassable flood. There was no 
house within reach. On the soaked earth, .with a piti- 
less gale sweeping over the land, from sunset to sunrise 
he lay without the consolation of one companion. Food 
was frequently scarce: a few limpets, about as palatable 
as parboiled shoe-leather, a paste of roast yams and 
water, a lime perhaps, and nothing besides but lumpy 
salt from the sea-shore. 

While we were riding a herald met us bearing a 
letter for wxm pire. It was a greeting from Pere 
Amabilis, who announced the chapel as rapidly nearing 
its complete restoration. Pfere Fidelis fairly wept for 
joy at this intelligence, and burst into a panegyric upon 
the unrivalled ingenuity of his spiritual associate. We 
were sure to surprise him at work, and this trifling 
episode seemed to be an event of some importance in 
the isolated life they led. 

At sunset we passed into the open vale of Wailuanui, 
and saw the chapel looking fresh and tidy on the slope 
of the hiU toward the sea. Two waterfalls that fell 
against the sunset flashed like filling flame, and a sqft 
haze tinged the slumberous solitudes of wood and pas- 
ture with the dream-like loveliness of a picture. There 
seemed to be but one sound audible, — the quick, sharp 
blows of a hammer. P^re Fidelis Ustened with eyes 
sparkling, and then rode rapidly onward. 

Behold I from the chapel wall, high up on a scafibld- 
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ing of boughs, his robes gathered about him, his head 
uncovered and hammer in hand, Pfere Amabilis leaned 
forth to welcome us. The hammer fell to the earth. 
P^re Amabilis loosened his skirts and clasped his hands 
in unaffected rapture. We were three satisfied soids, 
asking for nothing beyond the hem of that lonely valley 
in the Pacific 

Of course there was the smallest possible house that 
could be lived in, for our sole accommodation, because 
but one priest needed to visit the district at a time, and 
a very young priest at that. A tiny bed in one comer 
of the room was thought sufiicient, together with two 
plates, two cups, and a single spoon. Luxuries were 
unknown and unregretted. 

" Well, father, what have you at this hotel ?" said Pfere 
Fidelis, as we came to the door of the cubby-house. 

"Water," replied our host with a grave tone that had 
an undercurrent of truth in it. 

But we were better provided for. Within an hour's 
time a reception took place : the native parishioners 
came forth to welcome Pfere Fidelis and the stranger, 
each bringing some voluntary tribute, — a fish, a fowl 
lean enough to quiet the conscience of Pere Fidelis, an 
egg or two, or a bunch of taro. 

Long talks followed ; the news of the last month was 
discussed with inuch enthusiasm, and some few who had 
no opportunity of joining in the debate gave expression 
to their sentiments through such speaking eyes as 
savages usually are possessed of. 

The welcome supper -hour approached. Willing 
hands dressed a fowl ; swift feet plied between the 
spring and the kettle swung over the open camp-fire ; 
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children danced for very joy before the door of the 
chapel, under the statue of the Virgin, whose head was 
adorned with a garland of living flowers. The shadows 
deepened ; stars seemed to cluster over the valley 
and glow with unusual fervour ; the crickets sang 
mightily, — 'they are always singing mightily over 
yonder ; supper came to the bare table wiii its meagre 
array of dishes ; and, since I was forced to have a 
whole plate and a bowl, as well as the solitary spoon, 
for my whole use, the two young priests ate together 
from the same dish and drank from the same cup, and 
were as grateful and happy as the birds of the air under 
similar circumstances. 

A merry meal, that I For us no weak tea, that satiri- 
cal consoler, nor tea whose strength is bitterness, an 
abomination to the faithful, but mon phre's own coffee, 
the very aroma of which was invigorating ; then our 
friendly pipes out under the starUght, where we sat 
chatting amicably, with our three heads turbaned in an 
aromatic Virginian cloud. 

I learned something of the life of these two friends 
during that social evening. Bom in the same city in 
the north of France, reared in the same schools, gradu- 
ated at the same university, each fond of Kfe and 
acquainted with its follies, each in turn stricken with an 
illness that threatened death, together they came out of 
the dark valley with their future consecrated to the 
work that now absorbs them, the friendship of their 
childhood increasing with their years and sustaining 
them in a remote land, where their vow of poverty 
seems almost Uke sarcasm^ since circumstances deprives 
them of all luxuries. 

15 
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" Do you never long for home ? do you never regret 
your vow ? " I asked. 

" Never 1 '* they answered ; and I believed them. 
" These old people are as parents to us ; these younger 
ones are as brothers and sisters ; these children we love 
as dearly as though they were our own. What more 
can we ask ? " 

What more indeed 1 With the rain beating down 
upon your unsheltered heads, and the torrents threaten- 
ing to engulf you; faint with joumeyings ; a-hungered 
oflen ; weak with fastings ; paUid with prayer, — ^what 
more can you ask in the same line ? say I. 

Pfere Fidelis coughed a little, and was somewhat 
feverish. I could see that his life was not elastic ; his 
strength was even then failing him. 

" Pfere Amabilis is an artisan : he built this house, 
and it is small enough ; but some day he will build a 
house for me but six feet long and 80 broad," said Pire 
Fidelis, shrugging his shoulders ; whereat P^re Ama- 
bilis, who looked like a German student with his long 
hair and spectacles, turned aside to wipe the moisture 
from the lenses, and said nothing, but laid his hand 
significantly upon the shoulder of his friend, as if im- 
ploring silence. Alas for him when those Ups are silent 
for ever I 

I wondered if they had no recreation. 
" yes. The poor pictures at the Chapel of the 
Palms are ours, but we have not studied art. And 
then we are sometimes summoned to the farther side of 
the island, where we meet new faces. It is a great 
change." 

For a year before the arrival of P4re Amabilis, who 
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was not sooner able to follow his friend, P^re Fidelis 
was accustomed to go once a month to a confessional 
many miles away. That his absence might be as brief 
as possible, he was obliged to travel night and day. 
Sometimes he would reach the house of his confessor at 
midnight, when all were sleeping : thereupon would 
follow this singular colloquy in true native fashion. A 
rap at the door at midnight, the confessor waking from 
his sleep. 

Confessiyr. " Who's there ? " 

Phre Fidelis. "It is I!" 

Conf. "Who is I?" 

Pbre F. " Fidelis I '* 

Conf. "Fidelis who?" 

Pere F. " Fidelis kahuna pule ."' (Fidelis the priest.) 

Conf, " Aweh ! " (An expression of the greatest 
surprise.) '' Entre, Fidelis kahuna pule." 

Then he would rise, and the communion that followed 
must have been most cheering to both, for mon pkre 
even now is merry when he recalls it. 

These pilgrimages are at an end, for the two priests 
confess to one another : conceive of the fellowship that 
hides away no secret, however mortifying ! 

The whole population must have been long asleep 
before we thought of retiring that night, and then arose 
an argument concerning the fittest occupant of the 
solitary bed. It fell to me, for both were against me, 
and each was my superior. When I protested, they 
held up their fingers and said, "Remember, we are your 
fathers and must be obeyed." Thus I was driven to 
the bed, while mine hosts lay on the bare floor with 
saddles for pillows. 



228 SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. 

It was this self-sacrificing hospitality that hastened 
my departure. I felt earth could offer me no nobler 
fellowship, — ^that all acts to come, however gracious, 
would bear a tinge of selfishness in comparison with the 
reception I had met where least expected. 

I am thankful that I had not the heart to sleep well, 
for I think I could never have forgiven myself had I 
done so. When I woke in the early part of the night, 
I saw the young priests bowed over their breviaries, for • 
I had delayed the accustomed offices of devotion, and 
they were fulfilling them in peace at last, having me so 
well bestowed that it was utterly impossible to do aught 
else for my entertainment. 

Once more the morning came. I woke to find Pfere 
Amabilis at work, hammer in hand, sending his nails 
home with accurate strokes that spoke well for his 
trained muscle. Pere FideKs was concocting coffee and 
directing the volunteer cooks, who were seeking to sur- 
pass themselves upon this last meal we were to take 
together. In an hour mon phre was to start for the 
Chapel of the Palms, while I wended my way onward 
through a new country, bearing with me the consoling 
memory of my precious friends. I can forgive a sKght 
and forget the person who sUghts me, but little kind- 
nesses probe me to the quick. I wonder why the twdn 
fathers were so very careful of me that morning ? They 
could not do enough to satisfy themselves, and that 
made me miserable ; they stabbed me with tender 
words, and tried to be cheerful with such evident effort 
that I couldn't eat half my breakfast, though, as it 
was, I ate more than they did — God forgive me I — and 
altoorether it was a solemn and memorable meal. 
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A group of natives gathered about us seated upon 
the floor ; it was impossible for Pfere Fidelis to move 
without being stroked by the affectionate creatures who 
deplored his departure, Pfere Amabilis insisted upon 
adjusting our saddles, during which ceremony he slyly 
hid a morsel of cold fowl in our saddle-bags. 

That parting was as cruel as death. We shall pro- 
bably never see one another again ; if we do, we shall 
be older and more practical and more worldly, and the 
exquisite confidence we have in one another will have 
grown blunt with time. I felt it then as I know it now 
— our brief idyl can never be lived over in this life. 

Well, we departed : the comers of our blessed tri- 
angle were spread frightfully. Pfere Fidelis was paler 
than ever ; he caught his breath as though there wasn't 
much of it, and the little there was wouldn't last long ; 
Pfere Amabilis wiped his spectacles and looked utterly 
forsaken ; the natives stood about in awkward, silent 
groups, coming forward, one by one, to shake hands, 
and then falling back like so many automatons. Some- 
how, genuine grief is never graceful : it forgets to pose 
itself ; its muscles are perfectly slack and unreliable. 

The sea looked grey and forbidding as it shook its 
shaggy breakers under the cliff: life was dismal enough. 
The animals were unusually wayward, and once or 
twice I paused in despair under the prickly sunshine, 
half inclined to go back and begin over again, hoping 
to renew the past ; but just then Hok^ felt like stagger- 
ing onward, and I began to realize that there are some 
brief, perfect experiences in life that pass from us like a 
dream, and this was one of them. 

In the proem to this idyl I seem to see two shadowy 
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figures passing up and down over a lonesome land. 
Fever and famine do not stay them ; the elements alone 
have power to check their pilgrimage. Their advent is 
hailed with joyful bells : tears fall when they depart. 
Hieir paths are peace. Fearlessly they battle with con- 
tagion, and are at hand to close the pestilential hps of 
unclean death. They have Ufted my soul above things 
earthly, and held it secure for a moment. From beyond 
the waters my heart returns to them. Again at twi- 
hght, over the still sea, floats the sweet Angelus ; again 
I approach the chapel falling to slow decay : there are 
fresh mounds in the churchyard, and the voice of wail- 
ing is heard for a passing soul. By-and-by, if there is 
work to do, it shall be done, and the hands shall be 
folded, for the yoimg apostles will have followed in the 
silent footsteps of their flock. Here endeth the lesson 
of the Chapel of the Palms. 





> ' 




KAHELE. 

ROM a bluff, whose bald forehead jutted a 
thousand feet into the air, and under whose 
chin the sea shrugged its great shoulders, 
Kah^le, my boy, — ^that dehghtful contra- 
diction, who was always plausible, yet never right, — 
Kah^le and I looked timidly over into the simset valley 
of M^ha. The " VaUey of Solitude " it was cahed ; 
albeit, at that moment, and with half an eye, we counted 
the thirty grass-lodges of the village, and heard the 
liquid tongues of a trio of waterfalls, that dived head- 
first into the groves at the farther end of the valley, 
where the mountain seemed to have opened its heart 
wide enough to let a rivulet escape into the sea. But 
the spot was a palpable and Kving dream, and no fond 
rivulet would go too hastily through it ; so there was a 
ghttering sort of monogram writ in water, and about it 
the village lodges were clustered in a very pleasing dis- 
order. 

The trail dropped down the cUff below us in long, 
swinging zigzags, and wound lazily through the village ; 
crossed the stream at the ford ; dipped off toward the 
83a, as though the beach, shining hke coarse gold, were 
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a trifle too lovely to fee passed without recognition, and 
then it climbed laboriously up the opposite clifl^, and 
struck off into space. In ten seconds a bird might have 
spanned the deep ravine, and caught as much of its 
loveliness as we ; but we weren't birds, and, moreover, 
we had six legs apiece to look after, so we tipped off 
from the dizzy ridge that overhung the valley of M^ha 
to the north, and gradually descended into the heat and 
silence of the place, that seemed to make a picture of 
itself when we first looked down upon it from our eyrie. 

We found the floor of the valley very solemn and 
very lovely, when we reached it. Three youngsters, as 
brown as berries, and without any leaves upon them, 
broke loose from a banana-orchard and leaped into a low 
/iow-tree as we approached. They were a little shy of 
my colour, pale-faces being rare in that vicinity. Two 
women who were washing at the ford — and washing the 
very garments they should have had upon their backs — 
discovered us, and plunged into the stream with a re- 
freshing splash, and a laugh apiece that was worth hear- 
ing, it was so genuine and hearty. Another yoimgster 
hurried off from a stone wall like a startled lizard, and 
struck on his head, but didn't cry much, for he was too 
frightened. A large woman lay at fiill length on a 
broad mat, spread under a pandanus, and slfept like a 
turtle. I began to think there were nothing but women 
and children in the solitary valley, but KaMe had kept 
an eye on the reef, and, with an air of superior intelli- 
gence, he assured me that there were many men living 
about there, and they, with most of the women and 
children, were then out in the surf, fishing. 

" To the beach, by all means 1 " cried I ; and to the 
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beach we hastened, where, indeed, we found heaps of 
cast-oiBF raiment, and a hundred footprints in the sand. 
What would Mr. Robinson Crusoe have said to that, I 
wonder! Across the level water, heads, hands, and 
shoulders, and sometimes half-bodies, were floating 
about, Kke the amphibia. We were at once greeted with 
a shout of welcome, which came faintly to us above the 
roar of the surf, as it broke heavily on the reef, a half- 
mile out from shore. It was drawing toward the hour 
when the fishers came to land ; and we had not lono^ to 
wait, before, one after another, they came out of the sea 
hke so many mermen and mermaids. They were re- 
freshingly innocent of etiquette, — ^at least, of our trans- 
lation of it ; and, with a freedom that was amusing as 
well as a Utile embarrassing, I was deUberately fingered, 
fondled, and fussed with by nearly every dusky soul in 
turn. " At last," thought I, " fate has led me beyond 
the pale of civilization ; for this begins to look hke the 
genuine article." 

With uncommon slowness, the mermaids donned more 
or less of their apparel, a few preferring to carry their 
robes over their arms ; for the air was delicious, and 
ropes of seaweed are accounted full dress in that de- 
lectable latitude. Down on the sand the mermen heaped 
their scaly spoils, — ^fish of all shapes and sizes, fish of 
every colour ; some of them throwing somersaults in 
the sand, like young athletes ; some of them making 
wry faces, in theit last agony ; some of them lying still 
and clammy, with big, round eyes like smoked-pearl 
vest-buttons set in the middle of their cheeks ; all of 
them smelling fishhke, and none of them looking very 
tempting. Small boys laid hold on small fry, bit their 
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heads off, and held the silver-coated morsels between 
their teeth, like animated sticks of candy. There was a 
Fridayish and Lent-Kke atmosphere hovering over the 
spot, and I turned away to watch some youths who were 
riding surf-boards not far distant,— agile, narrow-hipped 
youths, with tremendous biceps and proud, impudent 
heads set on broad shoulders, Uke young gods. These 
were the flower and chivalry of the Meha blood, and 
they swam Uke young porpoises, every one of them. 

There was a break in the reef before us ; the sea knew 
it, and seemed to take special dehght in rushing upon 
tlie shore as though it were about to devour sand, 
savages, and everything. Kahele and I watched the surf- 
swimmers for some time, charmed with the spectacle. 
Such buoyancy of material matter I had never dreamed 
of. Kahele, iiiough much in the flesh, could not long 
resist the temptation to exhibit his prowess, and having 
been offered a surf-board that would have made a good 
Ud to his coflin, and was itself as Ught as cork and as 
smooth as glass, suddeiJy threw off his last claim to re- 
spectability, seized his sea-sled, and dived with it under 
the first roller which was then about to break above his 
head, not three feet from him. Beyond it, a second 
roller reared its awful front, but he swam under that 
mth ease ; at the sound of his " open sesame," its 
emerald gates parted and closed after him. He seemed 
some triton, playing with the elements, and dreadfully 
*^at home" in that very wet place. The third and 
mightiest of the waves was gathering its strength for a 
charge upon the shore. Having reached its outer 
ripple, again Kahfle dived and reappeared on the other 
side of tile watery hill, balanced for a moment in the 
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glassy hollow, turned suddenly, and, mounting the tower- 
ing monster, he lay at full length on his fragile raft, 
using his arms as a bird its pinions, — ^in fact, soaring for 
a moment with the wave under him. As it rose he 
cUmbed to the top of it, and there, in the midst of foam 
seething like champagne, on the crest of a rushing sea- 
avalanche about to crumble and dissolve beneath him, 
his surf-board hidden in spume, on the very top bubble 
of all, Kah^le danced like a shadow. He leaped to his 
feet and swam in the air, another Mercury, tiptoeing a 
heaven-kissing hiU, buoyant as vapour, and with a sug- 
gestion of invisible wings about him, — Kah^le trans- 
formed for a moment, and for a moment only ; the next 
second my daring sea-skater leaped ashore, with a howl- 
ing breaker swashing at his heels. It was something 
glorious and almost incredible ; but I saw it with my 
own eyes, and I wanted to double his salary on the spot. 
Sunset in the valley of Meha. The air full of floating 
particles, that twinkled Kke diamond-dust ; the great 
green chasm at the head of the valley illuminated by 
one broad bar of Ught shot obUquely through it, tipped 
at the end with a shower of white rockets that fringed 
a waterfall, and a fragment of rainbow Uke a torn 
banner. That deep, shadowy ravine seemed, for a mo- 
ment, some mystery about to be divulged ; but the light 
faded too soon, and I never learned the truth of it. The 
sea quieter than usual ; very Uttle sound save the ryth- 
mical vibration of the air, that suggested flowing waters 
and quivering leaves ; the lights shifted along the upper 
clifts ; a silver-white tropic-bird sailed from cloud to 
cloud, swiftly and noiselessly, like a shooting-star. A 
delicious moment, but a brief one ; soon the sun was 
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down, and the deepening shadows and gathering cool- 
ness set all the valley astir. 

Camp-fires were kindled throughout the village; 
column after column of thin blue smoke ascended in 
wavin(y spirals, separating at the top in leaf-shaped 
clouds. It was hke the spiritual resurrection of some 
ancient palm-grove ; and when the moon rose, a little 
later, flooding the Vale of SoUtude with her vague light, 
the illusion was perfected ; and a group of savages, 
scenting the savoury progress of their supper, sat^ 
hungry and talkative, under every ghostly palm. Clear 
voices ascended in monotonous and weird recitative ; 
they chanted a monody on the death of some loved one, 
prompted, perhaps, by the funereal solemnity of the 
hour ; or sang an ode to the moon-rise, the still-flowing 
river or the valley of M^ha, so solitary in one sense, 
though by no means alone in its loneliness. 

Kah^le patronized me extensively. I was introduced 
to camp after camp, and in rapid succession repeated the 
experiences of a traveller who has much to answer for 
in the way of colour, and the peculiar cut of his gar- 
ments. I felt as though I was some natural curiosity, 
in charge of the robustious Kahfele, who waxed more 
and more officious every hour of his engagement ; and 
his tongue ran riot as he descanted upon my character- 
istics to the joy of the curious audiences we attracted. 

Some hours must have passed before we thought of 
sleep. How could we think of it, when every soul was 
wide awake, and time alone seemed to pass us by un- 
consciously? But Kah^le finally led me to a chiefs 
house, where, under coverlets of kapa, spiced with 
herbs' and in the midst of numerous members of the 
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household, I was advised to compose my soal in peace, 
and patiently await daylight. I did so, for the drowsy 
sense that best illustrates the tail-end of a day's journey 
possessed me, and I was finally overcome by the low, 
monotonous drone of a language that I found about as 
intelligible as the cooing of the multitudinous pigeon. 
The boy sat near me, still descanting upon our late 
experiences, our possible future, and the thousand trivial 
qccurrences that make the recollections of travel for 
ever charming. The familiar pipe, smoked at about the 
rate of three whiffs apiece, circulated freely, and kept 
the air mildly flavoured with tobacco; and night, with all 
that pertains to it, bowed over me, as, in an unguarded 
moment, I surrendered to its narcotizing touch. 

There was another valley in my sleep, like unto the one 
I had closed my eyes upon, and I saw it thronged with 
ancients. No white face had yet filled those savage 
and sensuous hearts with a sense of disgust, which, 
I beheve, all dark races feel when they first behold a 
bleached skin. Again the breathless heralds announced 
the approach of a king, and the multitudes gathered to 
receive him. 1 heard the beating of the tom-toms, and 
saw the dancers ambling and posing before his august 
majesty, who reclined in the midst of a retinue of obse- 
quious retainers. The spearsmen hurled their spears, 
and the strong men swung their clubs ; the stone- 
throwers threw skilfully, and the sweetest singers sang 
long miles in praise of their royal guest. A cry of fear 
rent the air as a stricken one fled toward the city of 
refuge ; the priests passed by me in solemn procession, 
their robes spotted with sacrificial blood. War canoes 
drew in from the sea, and death fell upon the valley. I 
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heard the wail for the slaaghtered, and saw the grim 
idols home forth in the arms of the triumphant ; then I 
awoke in the midst of that dream-pageant of savage and 
barbaric splendour. 

It was still night ; the sea was again moaning ; the 
cool air of the mountain rustled in the lonor thatch at the 
doorway ; a ripe bread-fruit fell to the earth with a loud 
thud. I rose from my mat and looked about me. The 
room was nearly deserted ; some one lay swathed like a 
mummy in a dark corner of the lodge, but of what sex 
I knew not, — ^probably one who had outlived all sensa- 
tions, and perhaps all desires ; a rush, strung full of 
oily hikui nuts, flamed in the centre of the room, and a 
thread of black smoke climbed almost to the peak of the 
roof ; but, falling in with a current of fresh air, it was 
spirited away in a moment. 

I looked out of the low door ; the hour was such a 
one as tinges the stoutest heart with superstition ; the 
landscape was complete in two colours, — a moist, trans- 
parent grey, and a thin, feathery silver, that seemed 
almost palpable to the touch. Out on the slopes near 
the stream reclined groups of natives, chatting, singing, 
smoking, or silently regarding the moon. I passed 
them unnoticed ; dim paths led me through guava 
jungles, under orange groves, and beside clusters of jas- 
mine, overpowering in their fragrance. Against the low 
eaves of the several lodges sat singers, players upon the 
rude instruments of the land, and glib talkers, who 
waxed eloquent, and gesticulated with exceeding grace. 
Footsteps rustled before and behind me ; I stole into the 
thicket, and saw lovers wandering together, locked in 
each other^s embrace, and saw friends go hand-in-hand 
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conversing in low tones, or perhaps mute, with an im- 
pressive air of the most complete tranquiUity. The 
night-blooming cereus laid its ivory urn open to the 
moonlight, and a myriad of crickets chirped in one 
continuous jubilee. Voices of merriment were wafted 
down to me ; and, steaUng onward toward the great 
meadow by the stream, where the sleepless inhabitants 
of the valley held high carnival, I saw the most digni- 
fied chiefs of M^ha sporting like children, while the 
children capered Uke imps, and the whole community 
seemed bewitched with the glorious atmosphere of that 
particular night. 

Who was the gayest of the gay, and the most lawless 
of the unlawful? My boy, Kah^le, in whom I had 
placed my trust, and whom, until this hour at least, I 
had regarded as the most promising specimen of the re- 
ororanized barbarians. 

Perhaps it was all right; perhaps I had been counting 
his steps with too much confidence ; they might have 
been simply a creditable performance, the result of care- 
ful training on the part of his tutors. I am incUned to 
think they were ! At any rate, Kahele went clean back 
to barbarism that night, and seemed to take to it amaz- 
ingly. I said nothing ; I thought it wiser to seem to 
hold the reins, though I h^ld them loosely, than to try 
to check the career of my half-tamed domestic, and to 
find him beyond my control; therefore I sat on one side 
taking notes, and found it rather jolly on the whole. 

The river looked like an inky flood with a broken 
silver crust ; canoes floated upon its sluggish tide Hke 
long feathers; swimmers pUed up and down it, now and 
then " blowing," whale-fashion, but slipping through the 
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water as noiselessly as trout. I could scarcely tell 
which was the more attractive, — ^Jfature, so fragrant 
and so voluptuous, or man, who had become a part of 
Nature for the hour, and was very unlike man as I had 
been taught to accept him. 

Not till dawn did the dance or the song cease ; not 
till everybody was grey and fagged, and tongues had 
stopped wagging from sheer exhaustion. I returned to 
my mats long ere that, to revolve in my mind plans for 
the following day. 

It was evident that Kah^le must at once quit the 
place, or go back to barbarism and stick there. I didn't 
care to take the responsibility of his return to first prin- 
ciples, and so ordered the animals to be saddled by sun- 
rise. At that deUcious moment the youngster lay like 
one of the Seven Sleepers, whom nothing could awaken. 
Everybody in the village seemed to be making up his 
lost sleep, and I was forced to await the return of life 
before pressing my claims any further. 

The scorching noon drew on ; a few of the sleepers 
awoke, bathed, ate of their cold repast, and slept again. 
Kahfle followed suit ; in the midst of his refreshment 
I suggested the advisabihty of instant departure ; he 
hesitated. I enlarged upon the topic, and drew an en- 
ticing picture of the home-stretch, with aU the endearing 
associations clustering about its farther end ; he agreed 
to everything with a sweet and passive grace that 
seemed to compensate me for the vexations of the 
morning. 

I went to the river to bathe while the beasts were 
being saddled, and returned anon to find Kah^le sound 
asleep, and as persistent in his slumbers as ever. The 



KAHELE. 241 

afternoon waned; I began to see ihe fitness of the name 
that had at first seemed to me inappropriate to the val- 
ley; everybody slept or lazed during the hot hours of 
the day, and a census-taker might easily have imagined 
the place a solitude. At sunset, there was more fishing 
and more surf-swimming. It seemed to me the fish 
smelt stronger, and the swimmers swam less skilftdly 
Hian on the evening previous ; possibly it was quite as 
pretty a spectacle as the one that first charmed me, but 
blessings are bores when they come out of season. 

Night drew on apace ; the moon rose, and the in- 
habitants pretended to rest, but were shortly magnetized 
out of their houses, where they danced till daybreak. 
The sweets of that sort of thing began to cloy, and I 
resolved upon immediate action. Kah^le was taken by 
the ears at the very next sunrise, and ordered to get up 
the mules at once. He was gone nearly all day, and 
came in at last with a pitiful air of disappointment that 
quite unmanned me ; his voice, too, was sympathetic, 
and there was something Uke a tear in his eye when he 
assured me that the creatures had gone astray, but 
might be found shortly, — ^perhaps even then they were 
approaching ; and the young scamp rose to reconnoitre, 
glad, no doubt, of an excuse for escaping from my 
natural but ludicrous discomfiture. It is likely that my 
boy Kah^le would have danced till doomsday, had I not 
shown spleen. It is as likely, also, that the chief and 
all his people would have helped him out in it, had I not 
ofiPered such reward as I thought sufficient to tempt 
greed ; but, thank heaven, there is an end to every^ 
thingi 

On the morning of the fourth dav, two travellers 

16 
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might have been seen struggUng up the face of the 
great cliff that walls in the valley of M^ha to the south. 
The one a pale-face, paler than usual, urging on the 
other, a dark-face, darker than was its wont. Never 
did animals so puzzle their wits to know whether they 
were indeed desired to hasten forward, or to turn back 
at the very next crook in the trail. We were at big 
odds, Kah^le and I ; for another idol of mine had sud- 
denly turned to clay, and, though I am used to that 
sort of thing, I am never able to bear it with decent com- 
posure. On we journeyed, working at cross purposes, 
and getting nearer to the sky all the while, and finally 
losing sight of the bewitching valley that had demoral- 
ized and so nearly divorced us ; getting wet in the 
damp grasses on the highlands, and sometimes losing 
ourselves for a moment in the clouds that he late on the 
mountains ; seeing lovely, narrow, and profound vales, 
wherein the rain fell with a roar Uke hail ; where the 
streams swelled suddenly Uke veins, and where often 
there was no visible creature discernible, not even a 
bird ; where silence brooded, and the world seemed 
empty. 

A very long day's journey brought us out of the 
green and fertile land that hes with its face to the trade- 
wind ; there the clouds gather and shed their rains ; but 
all of the earth lying in the lee of the great central peak 
of the island is as dust and ashes, — unwatered, unfruit- 
ftd, and uninteresting, save as a picture of deep and 
dreadful desolation. No wonder that Kah^le longed to 
tarry in the small Eden of M^ha, knowing that we 
were about to journey into the deserts that lie beyond 
it. No wonder that the shining shores of the valley be- 
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guiled him, when he knew that henceforth the sea would 
break upon long reaches of black lava, as unpicturesque 
as a coal-heap, the path along which was pain, and 
the waysides anguish of spirit ; where fruit was scarce, 
and water brackish, and every edible dried and deceitfiil. 

Having slept the sleep of the just, — ^for I felt that I 
had done what I could to reclaim my backsliding 
Kah^le, — I awoke on a Sabbath morning that pre- 
sented a singular spectacle. Its chief features were a 
glittering, metallic-tinted sea, and a smoking plain 
backed by naked sand-hills. The low brush, scattered 
thinly over the earth, tried hard to look green, but 
seldom got nearer to it than a dusty grey. Evidently 
there was no sap in those charred twigs, for they snapped 
Hke coral when you tested their pliancy. A few huts, 
dust-coloured and ragged, were scattered along the 
trail ; they had apparently lost all hope, and paused by 
the wayside, to end their days in despair. 

The haU^uU, or prayer-house, chief of the forlorn 
huts, by virtue of extraordinary hoUowness and a 
ventilation that was only exceeded by all out-of-doors, — 
this prayer-house, or church, was tiirown open to the 
public ; and, to my amazement, Kahde suggested the 
propriety of our attending worship, even before the 
first conch had been blown from the rude door by the 
deacon himself. 

We went along the chalky path that led to the front 
of the house, and sat in the shelter of the eaves for an 
hour or more. Seven times that conch was blown, and 
on each occasion the neighbourhood responded, though 
stingily ; a few worshippers would issue out of the wilder- 
ness and draw slowly toward us. One or two men came 
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on horseback, and were happy in their mood, exhibiting 
the qualities of their animals on the flats before us. 
Some came on foot, with their shoes in hand ; the shoes 
were carefully put on at the church door, but put off 
again a few moments after entering the rustic pews. 
Dogs came, about one for ever human ; these lay all 
over the floor, or mounted the seats, or were held in 
the arms of the congregation, as the case might be. 
Children came, and played a savage version of leap-frog 
in the lee of the church, but they were bleak-looking 
youngsters, not at all like the Httle human vegetables 
that flourished in the genial atmosphere of the valley of 
M^ha. 

The conch was blown again ; the most melancholy 
sound that ever issued from windy cavity floated up and 
down that disconsolate land, and seemed to be saying, 
in pathetic gustsj " Come to meeting 1 Come to meet- 
ing ! " Probably every one that could come had come ; 
at any rate no one else . followed, and, after a decent 
pause, the services of the morning were begun. The 
brief interval of ominous silence that preceded the 
opening was enUvened by the caprices of a fractious 
horse, and at least two stampedes of the canine per- 
suasion, at which time the dogs seemed possessed of 
devils, and were running down in a body towards the 
sea, but thought better of it, and stole noiselessly back 
again, one after the other, just in season for the opening 
prayer, to which they entered with a low-comedy cast 
of countenance, and a depressed tail. 

That prayer bubbled out of the savage throat Hke a 
clear fountain of vowels. The dignity of the man was 
impressive, and his face the picture of devotion ; his 
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deportment^ likewise, was all that could be desired in 
any one, under the circumstances. Either he was a 
rare specimen of the very desirable convert from bar- 
barism, or he was a consummate actor ; I dare not 
guess which of the two beguiled me with his grave and 
euphonious prayer. 

I regret to state that, during the energetic expound- 
ing of the Scriptures, a few of the congregation forgot 
themselves and slept audibly ; a few arose and went 
under the eaves to smoke ; children went down on all- 
fours, and crawled under the pews in chase of pups as 
restless and incorrigible as themselves. At a later 
period, some one announced an approaching schooner, 
and the body of the house was unceremoniously cleared, 
for a schooner was as rare a visitor to that part of the 
island as an angel to any quarter of the globe. Further 
ceremony was out of the question, at least until the ex- 
citement had subsided ; the parson, with philosophical 
composure, precipitated his doxology, and we all walked 
out into the dreary afternoon to watch the schooner 
blowing in toward shore. 

The wind was rising ; white clouds scudded over us ; 
transparent shadows slid under us ; the whole earth 
seemed unstable, and life scarcely worth the living. 
Along the dead shore leaped the sea, in a careless, dare- 
devil fashion ; hollow rocks spouted great mouthfuls of 
spray contemptuously into the air ; columns of red 
dust climbed into the sky, reeling to and fro as they 
passed over the bleak desert toward the sea on the 
opposite side of the island. These dust-chimneys were 
continually moving over the land so long as the wind 
prevailed, which was for the rest of that afternoon, to 
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my certain knowledge. In fact, ihe gale increased 
every hour ; sheets of spray leaped over the rocky 
barriers of the shore, and matted the dry grass, that 
hissed hke straw whenever a fresh gust struck it. 

One tattered cocoa-palm, steadfast in its mission, 
though the living emblem of a forlorn hope, wrestled 
with the tempest that threw all its crisp and rattling 
leaves over its head Uke a pompon, and fretted it till its 
slender neck twisted as though it were being throttled. 
The thatched house seemed about to go to pieces, and 
every timber creaked in agony; yet we gathered in its 
lee, and awaited the slow approach of the schooner. 
Near shore she put about, and seemed upon the point 
of scudding off to sea again. For a moment our hearts 
were in our throats; we were in danger of missing the 
sensation of the season; new faces, new topics of con- 
versation, and, peihaps, something good to eat, sent 
thither by Providence, who seldom forgets His children 
in the waste places, though I wonder that He lets them 
lose themselves so often. 

The schooner rocked on ihQ big rollers for half an 
hour; a small boat put off from her, with some dark 
objects seated in it; out on the great rollers the Httle 
shallop rocked, sometimes hidden from view by an inter- 
vening wave, sometimes thrown partly out of the water 
as it balanced for a moment on the crest of a breaker, 
but gradually drawing in toward a bit of beach, where 
there was a possible chance of landing, in some shape 
or other. A few rods from shore, three dusky creatures 
deUberately plunged overboard and swam toward us. 
We rushed in a body to welcome them, — ^two women 
old residents of the place, who came out of the sea 
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wailing for joy at their safe return to a home no more 
inviting than the one whose prominent features I have 
sought to reproduce. Down they sat, not three feet 
from the water, that bubbled and hissed along the coarse 
sand, and lifted up their voices in pitiftd and impres- 
sive monotones, as they recounted in a savagely poetic 
chant their various adventures since they last looked 
upon the beloved picture of desolation that lay about 
them. 

The third passenger — a youngster — came to land 
when he had got tired of swimming for the fun of it, 
and, once more upon his native heath, he seemed at a 
loss to know what to do next, but suffered himself to be 
vigorously embraced by nearly everybody in sight, after 
which he joined his companions with placid satisfaction, 
and capered about as naturally as though nothing un- 
usual had happened. 

Off into the windy sea sped the small schooner, bend- 
ing to the breeze as though it were a perpetual miracle 
that brought her right-side-up every once in a while. 
Back to the deserted prayer-house our straggling com- 
munity wended its way; everything that had been said 
before was said again, with some embellishments. It 
was beginning to grow tiresome. I longed to plunge 
into the desei't that stretched around, seeking some pos- 
sible oasis where the fainting spirit might reassure itself 
that earth was beautiful and life a boon. 

Eah^e agreed with me that this sort of thing was 
growing tiresome* He knew of a good place not many 
miles away; we could go there and sleep. It presented 
a church and a good priest, and other inducements of an 
exceedingly proper and unexceptionable character. The 
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prospect, though uninviting, was sufficient to revive me 
for the moment, and during that moment we mounted, 
and were blown away on horseback. The wind howled 
in our ears ; sand-clouds peppered us heavily ; small 
pebbles and grit cut our faces ; heavier gusts than 
usual changed earth, sea, and sky into temporary chaos. 
The day waned, so did our spirits, so did the life of our 
poor beasts. In the distance, the church of Kah^e's 
prophecy stood out like a small rock in a land than 
which no land I wot of can be wearier. The sun fell 
toward the sea; the wind subsided, though it was still 
lusty and disagreeable. 

We entered the church, having turned our disheart- 
ened beasts into paddock, and found a meagre and late 
afternoon session, seated upon mats that covered the 
earthen floor. A priest strove to kindle a flame of 
religious enthusiasm in our unnatural hearts, but I fear 
he sought in vain. The truth was, we were tired to 
death; we needed wholesome soup, savoury meats, and 
steaming vegetables, to humanize us. I didn't want to 
be a Christian on an empty stomach. The wind began 
to sigh, after its passion was somewhat spent; sand sifted 
over the matting with a low hiss; and the dull red 
curtains, that stretched across the lower half of the win- 
dows, flapped dolefully. Overhead, the wasps had hung 
their mud-baskets, and the grey atmosphere of every- 
thing was depressing in the extreme. Service was soon 
over; the people departed across the windy moors, with 
much fluttering of gay garments. A horse stood at 
pasture, with his head down, his back to the wind, and 
his tail glued to his side, — a picture of sublime resigna- 
tion. A high mound, with a sandstone sepulchre built 
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in the face of it, cut off half of the very red sunset, while 
a cactus-hedge, starred with pale pink blossoms, ran up 
a low hill, and made silhouette pictures against the 
sky. 

I turned to watch a large butterfly, blown over in the 
late gale, — stranded, as it were, at the church porch, 
and too isiX gone to set sail again; a white sea-bird 
wheeled oyer me in big circles, and screamed faintly; 
something fell in the church with a loud echo, — a prayer- 
book, probably; and then the priest came out, fastened 
the door of the deserted sanctuary, and the day's duties 
were done. We had nothing to do but follow him to 
his small frame dwelling, where the one little window to 
the west seemed to be set with four panes of burnished 
gold, and some homely household shrubs in his garden- 
plat shivered, and blossomed while they shivered, but 
looked like so many widows and orphans, the whole of 
them. 

At the hospitable board life began afresh. Another 
day, and we should again approach the borders of the 
earthly paradise that glorified the opposite side of the 
island. Kah^le's eyes sparkled; my heart leaped within 
me; I felt that there was a charm in living, after all; 
and the moment was a critical one, for had the lad 
begged me to return with him to the beguilements of 
barbarism, I think it possible that I might have con- 
sented. But he didn't I He was the pink of propriety, 
and an honour to his progenitors. He said a brief grace 
before eating, prayed audibly before retiring, was patient 
to the pitch of stupidity, and amiable to the verge of 
idiocy. 

At last, I began to see through him. Another four* 
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and-twenty hours, and he would be restored to the arms 
of his guardians; the sweet lanes of Lahaina would 
again blossom before him; and all that he thought to 
be excellent in lifa would know him as it had known 
him only a few weeks before. It was time that he had 
again begun to walk the straight path, and he knew it. 
He was Kah^le, the two-sided; Kah^le, the chameleon, 
whose character and disposition partook of the colour of 
his surroundings; who was pious to the tune of the 
church-bell, yet agile as any dancer of the lascivious 
lula at the thump of the tom-tom. He was a repre- 
sentative worthy of some consideration; a typical Ha- 
waiian whose versatility was only excelled by the plau- 
sibility with which he developed new phases of his 
kaleidoscopic character. He was very charming, and 
as diverting in one rSle as another. He was, moreover, 
worthy of much praise for his skill in playing each part 
so perfectly that to this hour I am not sure which of his 
dispositions he excelled in, nor in which he was most at 
home. 

Kah^le, adieu I I might have upbraided thee for thy 
inconstancy, had I not been accused of that same myself. 
I might have felt some modicum of contempt for thee, 
had thy skin been white; but under the cover of thy 
darkness sin hid her ugliness, and thy rich blood leaped 
to many generous actions that a white-livered sycophant 
might not aspire to. I can but forgive all, and some- 
times long a little to live over the two sides of you, — ex- 
tremes that met in your precious corporosity, and made 
me contented with a changeful and sometimes cheerless 
pilgrimage; for T knew, boy, that if I went astray you 
would meet me upon the highest moral grounds; and, 
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though I could not rely upon you, somehow you came 
to time when least expected, and filled me wiili admira- 
tion and surprise, — k sentiment which time and absence 
only threaten to perpetuate. 



4I«^^ 





LOVE-LIFE m A LANAL 

T was the witching hour of sunset^ and we 
sat at dinner with tearful eyes over the 
Commodore's curry. You see the Com- 
modore prided himself on the strength of 
this identical dish, and kept a mahogany-tinted East- 
Indian steward for the sole sake of his skill in concoct- 
ing the same. 

We dined, as usual, in the Commodore's unrivalled 
Lanai, — the very thought of which is a kind of spiritual 
feast to this hour, — and while we sat at his board we 
heard for the twentieth time the monotonous recital of 
his adventures by flood and field. Like most sea- 
stories, his narratives were ever fresh, as though they 
had been stowed away in brine, were fished out of the 
vasty deep expressly for the occasion, and put to soak 
again in their natural element as soon as we had tasted 
their quality. 

The Conmiodore was a roaring old sea-dog, who had 
been cast ashore somewhere in the early part of the 
century ; and finding himself in quarters more comfort- 
able than his wildest fancy dared to paint, he resolved 
to end his amphibious days on iha,t strip of shining 
beach, and never more lose sight of land until he should 
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slip his cable for the last time, and sail into undiscovered 
seas. Meanwhile, he entertained his friends at Wai-ki-ki, 
a kind of tropical Long Branch a few miles out of Hono- 
lulu ; and the grace with which he introduced Jack- 
ashore to the dreamy twilight of his Lanai is one of 
Jack's deathless memories. We met the Commodore 
in the interesting character of Jack-ashore, and with 
uncovered heads and hearts ftdl of emotion entered the 
Lanau 

And now for a word to the uninitiated concerning the 
Lanai in question. Off there in the Pacific, under the 
vertical sun, all shadow is held at a premium. There 
are stationary caravans of cocoa-trees, that seem to be 
looking for their desert home, — weird, slender trees, 
with tattered plumes, and a hopeless air about them, as 
though they were bom to sorrow, but meant to make 
the best of it. Still, these fine old palms cast a thin 
shadow, about the size and shape of a colossal spider, 
and there is no comfort in trying to sit in it. There 
are likewise trees with more foliage, and vines that run 
riot and blossom themselves to death ; but somehow the 
sharp arrows of sunshine dart in and sting a fellow in 
an unpleasant fashion, and nothing short of a good 
thatch is to be relied upon. So out from the low eaves 
of the Commodore's cottage, on the seaward side, there 
was a dense roof of leaves and grass, that ran clear to 
the edge of the sea, and looked as though it wanted to 
go farther ; but the Commodore knew it was useless to 
attempt to roof over that institution. There was a 
leafy tapestry hanging two feet below the roof on the 
three sides thereof, and from the fioor of the inclosure 
rose a sort of trellis of woven rushes that hedged us in 
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to the waist. There was a wicker gate, and an open 
space between the. leafy stalactite and stalagmite barri- 
cade for ventilation and view, and everywhere there 
was a kind of semi-twilight that seamed crammed full 
of dreams and delicious indolence, — ^and this is the 
Hawaiian Lanai! 

Of course the Commodore always dined in his LanaL 
It was like taking curry on the quarter-deck of the 
" Whatyoucallher," in the dead calm of the Indian 
seas ; and when that mahogany steward entered with 
turban and mock-turtle, — ^he always looked to me like 
a full-blooded snake-charmer, — I had the greatest diffi- 
culty in restraining myself, for it seemed to me in- 
credible that any Jack-ashore could dine in a Lanai 
with his Excellency, and not rise between each savory 
course to make a dozen profound salaams to the fattish 
gentleman at the head of the table, who was literally 
covered with invisible naval buttons, and the hallucina- 
tion increased as the dinner-courses multiplied. 

At this stage, — -just as the snake-charmer was enter- 
ing with something that seemed to have come to an 
untimely end in wine-sauce, — at this stage the Commo- 
dore turned to us as though he were about to give 
some order that we might disregard at the peril of our 
fives, — ^these sea-dogs never quite outgrow that sort of 
thing. " Gentlemen," said he, casting a watchful and 
suspicious eye over the weather^bow, " there is to be a 
Luou — a native feast — ^in the adjoining premises. Will 
you do me the honour to accompany me thither after 
we have fighted our cigars ? " 

I forget what answer we made ; but then dinner was 
well on toward dessert, and our answer was immaterial* 
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We had our orders, couched in courteous language, and 
we were thankful for this consideration ; moreover, we 
were wild to see a native feast I There is a peculiar 
charm in obejdng our superiors, when we happen, by 
some dispensation of Divine Providence, to be exactly 
of the same mind. 

Black coffee was offered us, in cups of the pattern of 
gull's-eggs. By this time all the sky was saffron, all 
the sea a shadow of saffron ; and in the golden haze that 
lay between, a schooner with a piratical slant to her 
masts swam by, beyond the foam that hissed along the 
reef. It was a wonderful picture, but it came in be- 
tween the courses of the Commodore's dinner as though 
it were nothing better than a panel-painting in the 
after-cabin of the " Whatyoucallher." However, as 
she swung in toward the mouth of the harbour, and 
passed a bottle of Burgundy in safety, but seemed in 
imminent danger of missing stays abreast of an enor- 
mous pyramid of fruit, — ^from the Commodore's point 
of sight, you know, — the old gentleman lost his temper, 
and gave an order in such peremptory terms that I 
cheerfully refrain from reproducing it on this occasion. 
To cover our confusion, we immediately adjourned to 
the native feast. 

Hawaiian feast days are not set down in the calendar. 
Somebody's child has a birthday, or there is a new 
house that needs christening ; or perhaps a church is 
in want, and the feast can net a hundred or two dollars 
for it, — since all the eatables in such cases are donated, 
and the eaters enter to the feast with the payment of 
one dollar per head. Our feast was not sanctified ; a 
chief of the best blood was in the humour to entertain 
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high and fiill, and the reef moaned most musically^ and 
seemed to invite us to the shore. 

The great charm of a native feast is the entire ab- 
sence of all formality. Every man is privileged to seek 
whom his heart may most desire, and every woman 
may receive him or reject him as her spirit prompts. 
We noticed that the Commodore was uneasy. He was 
as plump as a seal, and the crowd oppressed him. We 
resolved to get the old gentleman out of his misery, and 
proposed an immediate adjournment to the beach. The 
inner court was soon deserted, and our little party — 
which now embraced, figuratively, several magnificent 
chiefesses, as well as the primitive Hawaiian orchestra — 
moved in silence toward the sea. The long, curving 
beach glistened and sparkled in the moonlight. The 
sea, within the reef, was hke a tideless river, from whose 
pellucid depths, where the coral spread its wilderness of 
branches, an unearthly radiance was reflected. A fleet 
of slender canoes floated to and fro upon the water, and 
beyond them the creaming reef flashed Uke a girdle of 
silver, belting us in from all the world. 

The crowning luxury of savage Ufe is the multitudi- 
nous bondsman who anticipates your every wish, and 
makes you blush at your own poverty of invention by 
his suggestions of unimagined joys. Mats — ^broad, 
sweet, and clean — ^lay under foot, and served our pur- 
pose better than Persian carpets. The sea itself fawned 
at our feet, and all the air was shining and soft as 
thouorh the moon had dissolved in an ecstasy, and no- 
thing but a snap of cold weather could congeal her 
acrain. Wherever we lay, pillows were mysteriously 
slipped under our heads, and the willingest hands in the 
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world began an involuntary performance of tiie lomin 
lomi. Let me not think upon the lomi-lomi, for there 
is none of it within reach ; but I may say of it that, 
before the skilful and magnetic hands of the manipu- 
lator are folded, every nerve in the body is seized with 
an intense little spasm of recognition, and dies happy. 
A dreamless sleep succeeds, and this is followed by an 
awakening into new life, full of proud possibilities. 

We were lomi-lomied to the murmurs of the reef, anci 
during the intervals of consciousness saw an impromptu 
rehearsal of the " Naiad Queen," in operatic form. The 
dancing-girls, being somewhat heated, had plunged into 
the sea, and were complaining to the moon in a chorus 
of fine harmonies. History does not record how long 
their sea-song rang across the waters. I know that we 
dozed, and woke to watch a silver sail wafted along the 
vague and shadowy distance like a phantom. We slept 
again, and woke to a sense of silence broken only by 
the unceasing monody of the reef ; slept and woke yet 
again in the waning Ught, for the moon had sunk to the 
ragged rim of an old crater, and seemed to have a large 
piece bitten out of her glorious disc. Then we broke 
camp by the shore, — ^for the air was a trifle chilly, — ^and 
withdrew into the seclusion of the Commodore's Lanai, 
where we threw ourselves into hammocks and swunsr 
until daybreak. 

In those days we fed on lotus-flowers. Jack-ashore 
Kves for the hour only, and the very air of such a lati- 
tude breathes enchantment. I believe we bathed before 
sunrise, and then went regularly to bed and slept till 
noon. Such were the Commodore's orders, and this is 
our apology. There was a breakfast about one p.m., at 
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which we were permitted to appear in undress. The 
Commodore set the example by inviting us to the table 
in an extraordinary suit of cream-coloured silk^ that was 
suggestive of panjamas, but might have been some 
Oriental regalia especially designed for morning wear. 
He looked Uke a ship under full sail^ rocking good- 
naturedly in a dead cahn. The Commodore was exces- 
sively formal at first sight, — ^that is, just before break&st, 
-but his heart warmed toward mankind in general, 
and his guests in particular, as the meal progressed. 
Some people never are themselves until they have 
broken their fast ; they are so cranky, and seem to 
lack ballast. 

The snaky steward sloughed his clothes twice a day. 
He was a slim, noiseless, gliding fellow at breakfast, 
but he was positively gorgeous at dinner. Of course, 
the Commodore had ordered this nice distinction in the 
temporal a&irs of his servant, for he kept everything 
about the place in ship-shape, even to the fiying of his 
private signal from sunrise to sunset at the top of a tall 
staff, that rivalled the royal ensign floating from a simi- 
lar altitude not a quarter of a mile distant. His Majesty 
has a summer palace in Wai-ki-ki, and it has been whis- 
pered that the Commodore refused to recognize him, 
and never dipped his colours as the King cantered by in 
a light buggy drawn by a pair of spanking bays. 

After* breakfast, the cribbage-board was produced, 
and for three mortal hours the Commodore kept his peg 
on the steady marcL At cribbage the old gentLeman 
was expected to lose his temper. He stormed with the 
arrogance of a veteran card-player, than whom no man 
is supposed to make himself more disagreeable on short 
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notice. Lieutenant Blank was usually the victim, but 
he deserved it. The true story of Lieutenant Blank — 
his name is suppressed out of consideration for his 
family — ^is so common in tropical seaports that I do not; 
hope in this epitome to offer anything novel. The 
Lieutenant was a typical Jack-ashore. He had twice 
the mail that came to the rest of us, and he read his 
love-letters to the mess with a gusto. He boasted fresh 
victims in every port, and gloried in his lack of prin- 
ciple. It did not surprise me at all that the Lieutenant 
had shaken his mother. Li fact, under the circum- 
stances, I think his mother would have been justified 
in shaking him, if she could have got her hands on him. 
In the love-light of the Commodore's Lanaij life was 
very precious to this particular Jack-ashore. To him 
A Lanai was a city of refuge, provided by an all-wise 
Commodore for those fascinating lieutenants who were 
pursued by the chief women of the tribe ; yet he loved 
to loiter without the walls, during the off-hours from 
cribbage. No man so relished the hnd-hmi; no man, 
except the native-bom, so clamoured for the hula-hula; 
and no man, not even the least of these, forgot himself 
to the same alarming extent whenever there was the 
slightest provocation. 

Of course, he met a chiefess and surrendered ; of 
course, he meant in time to crush the heart that pul- 
sated with the blood-royal. He simpered and tried to 
turn semi-savage, and was sunply ridiculous. He made 
silly speeches in the worst possible Hawaiian, and 
afforded unlimited amusement to the women, who are 
wiser in their dark skins than the children of light. He 
tried to eat poiy and ruined his linen. He suffered him- 
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self to be wreathed and garlanded, until he was the 
picture of a sacrificial calf. He gave gifts, and babbled 
in his sleep. But in the hour when his triumph seemed 
inevitable he was beautifully snubbed by his supposed 
victim. The syrens of Scylla are a match for any 
mariner who sails with unwadded ears. The Lieu- 
tenant cannot hope to hear the last of that adventure, 
though the subject is never broached by himself. 

If we had dwelt a thousand years with the Commo- 
dore, and sipped the elixir of life from the gourd that 
hung by the door of the wine-closet, I suppose we 
should have had the same daily and nightly experiences 
to go through with, barring a slight variation in the 
matter of moonshine. But there were orders superior 
to the Commodore's, since he was off active duty, and 
these orders demanded our reappearance on ship- 
board at an early hour of the day following. There 
was a farewell round of everything that had been intro- 
duced during our brief stay at Wai-ki-ki, — dances, 
songs, sea-baths, and flirtations. The moon rose later, 
and was but a shadow of her former self ; but the stars 
burned brightly, and we could still trace the noiseless 
flight of the solitary sail that passed like a spirit over 
the dusky sea. 

I know that in after years, whenever I come within 
sound of surf under the prickly sunshine, my fancy 
will conjure up a picture of that grass cottage on the 
slope of a dazzling beach, and the portly form of the 
old Commodore stored snugly in the spacious hollow of 
a bamboo settee, drawn up on the stocks, as it were, for 
repairs, with a bandanna spread over his face, and a 
dark-eyed crouching figure beside him, fighting mosqui- 
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midnight vigil of the prisoner, and makes glad the heart 
of the sorrowful. It is altogether useful as well as 
ornamental ; and the Hawaiian who does not number 
among his accomplishments the ability to sing ''Poli- 
anu " tolerably well, is unworthy of the name. 

POLI-ANU. 

Bosom, here is love for you, 

bosom cool as night ! 

How you refresh me as with dew,— 
Your coolness gives delight. 

Kain is cold upon the hiU, 

And water in the pool, 
Yet all my frame is colder still 

For you, bosom cool. 

Face to face beneath a bough 

1 may not you embrace. 

But feel a spell on breast and brow 
WhUe sitting face to face. 

Thoughts in absence send a thrill 

Like touch of sweeter air : 
I sought you, and I seek you still, 

bosom cool and fair ! 

That is all of it ; but your Hawaiian turns back and 
begins over again, until he has enough. 

I suppose it is no breach of confidence on my part to 
state that the gorgeous old Commodore is dead. There 
was nothing in his Lanai life to die of, except an acci- 
dent, and in course of time he met with one. I forget 
the nature of it, but it finished him. There was wailing 
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for three mortal days in the solemn shadow of the 
Lanai; and then one of the large, motherly-lookmg 
creatures, with numberless gauzy folds in a dress that 
fell straight from her broad shoulders, moved in. After 
three days of feasting, all vestiges of the •Commodore's 
atmosphere had disappeared from the premises. I fancy 
she always felt at home there, although she was never 
known to open her lips in the presence of the Commo- 
dore's guests. Life was a little more intense aft;er that« 
The snaky steward disappeared, without any sort of 
warning. I have always believed that he crawled under 
some rock, and laid himself away in a coil ; that he will 
sleep for a century or so, then come out in his real 
character, and astonish the inhabitants with his length 
and his slimness. 

Lieutenant Blank survives, and sails the stormy seas 
on a moderate salary, the major portion of which he 
turns into naval buttons. I hear from him once in a 
dog's age. He is first at Callao, ^ath a daily jaunt into 
Lima ; and then at one of the South Sea paradises; 
next at Australia, or in the China Sea ; and in the 
future — ^heaven knows where I He vibrates between 
the two hemispheres, working out his time, and believ- 
ing himself supremely happy. I doubt not that he is 
happy, being about as selfish as men are made. 

As for myself, I am a landsman. After all that is 
said, the sea is rather a bore, you know; but I do not 
forget the dreamy days of calm in the flowering equa- 
torial waters, nor the troubled days of storm. There 
are a thousand-and-one trifling events in the fragment- 
ary experiences of the seafarer that are of more import- 
ance ^n this stray leaf^ but perhaps none that will 
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serve my purpose better. For this yam is as fine-drawn 
as the episodes in an out-of-the-way port, — ^with nothing 
but the faint odour of its fruits a little over-ripe, of its 
flowers a little over-blown, and a general sense of un- 
comfortable warmth, to give it individuality. I have 
found these experiences excellent tuemories ; for though 
the dull " waits " between the acts and the sluggishness 
of the action at best are a little dreary at times, they 
are forgotten, together with most disagreeable matter. 
I'll warrant you, Lieutenant Blank, strutting his little 
hour between-decks, or in the fleeting moments of the 
delectable " dog-watch," muses upon the past. When 
he has aroused the fever in his blood, and can no longer 
hold his tongue, he heaves an ominous sigh, knits his 
brows, and, in a voice that quivers with emotion, he 
whispers to the marines the beguiling romance of his 
Love'life in a Lanau 



^«^y^ 



IN A TRANSPORT. 




LITTLE French aspirant de marine, with 
an incipient monstache, said to me, confi- 
dentially, " Where you see the French flag, 
yoU see France 1 " We were pacing to and 
fro on the deck of a transport that swung at anchor off 
San Francisco, and, as I looked shoreward for almost the 
Last time, — ^we were to sail at daybreak for a southern 
cruise, — I hugged my Ollendorf in despair as I dreamed 
of " French in six easy lessons,'* without a master, or a 
tolerable accent, or anything, save a suggestion of Babel 
and a confusion of tongues at sea. 

Thanaron, the aspirant in question, embraced me when 
I boarded the transport with my baggage, treated me 
like a long-lost brother all that afternoon, and again 
embraced me when I went ashore towards evening to 
take leave of my household. There was something so 
impulsive and boyish in his manner that I immediately 
returned his salute, and with considerable fervour, feel- 
ing that kind Heaven had thrown me into the arms of 
the exceptional foreigner who would, to a certain extent, 
console me for the loss of my whole family. The mystery 
that hangs over the departure of any craft that goes by 
wind is calculated to appal the landsman ; and when 
the date of sailing is fixed, the best thing he can do is to 
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go aboard in season and compose his sonl in peace. To 
be sure, he may swing at anchor for a day or two, in 
full sight of the domestic circle that he has shattered^ 
but he is spared the repetition of those last agonies, and 
cuts short the unravelling hours just prior to a separa- 
tion, which are probably the most unsatisfactory in life. 

Under cover of darkness a fellow can do almost any- 
thing, and I concluded to go on board. There was a 
late dinner and a parting toast at home, and those 
ominous silences in the midst of a conversation that was 
as spasmodic and disconnected and unnatural as possible. 
There was something on our minds, and we relapsed in 
turn and forgot ourselves in the fathomless abysses of 
speculation. Some one saw me off that night, — some 
one who will never again follow me to the sea, and 
welcome me on my return to earth after my wandering. 
We sauntered down the dark streets along the city 
front, and tried to disguise our motives, but it was hard 
work. Presently we heard the slow swing of the tide 
under us, and the musty odour of the docks regaled us ; 
one or two shadows seemed to be groping about in the 
neighbourhood^ making more noise than a shadow has 
any right to make. 

Then came the myriad-masted shipping, ihe twinkling 
lights in the harbour, and a sense of ceaseless motion in 
waters that never can be still. We did not tarry there 
long. The boat was bumping her bow against a pair 
of slippery stairs that led down to the water, and I 
entered the tottering thing that half sunk under me, 
dropped into my seat in the stem, and tried to call out 
something or otiier as we shot away from the place, with 
a cloud over my eyes that was darker than night itself, 
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and a cloud over my heart that was as heavy as lead. 
After that there was nothing to do but to climb up one 
watery swell and slide down on the other side of it, to 
count the shadow*ships that shaped themselves out of 
chaos as we drew near them, and dissolved again when 
we had passed ; while the oars seined to grunt in the 
rowlocks, and the two jolly tars in uniform — ^they might 
have been mutes, for all I know — swung to and fro, to 
and fro, dragging me over the water to my " ocean 
bride," — I think that is what they call a ship, when the 
mood is on them ! 

She did look pretty as we swam up imder her. She 
looked like a great eilhouette against the steel-grey sky ; 
but within was the sound of revelry, and I hastened on 
board to find our little cabin blue with smoke, which, 
however, was scarcely dense enough to muffle the 
martial strains of the Maraeillaiae^ as shouted by the 
whole mess. 

Thanaron — my Thanaron — ^was in the centre of the 
table, with his curly head out of the transom, — ^not that 
he was by any means a giant, but we were all a little 
cramped between-decks, — and he was leading the chorus 
with a sabre in one hand and the head of the Doctor in 
the other. Without the support of the facidty, he 
would probably not have ended his song of triumph as 
successfully as he ultimately did, when Nature herself 
had fainted from exhaustion. It was the last ni^rht in 
port, a few friends from shore had come to dine, and 
black coffee and cognac at a late hour had finished the 
business. 

If there is one thing in this world that astonishes me 
more than another, it is the rapidity with which some 
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people talk in French. Thanaron's French, when he 
once got started, sounded to me like the well-executed 
trill of a prima-donnaj and quite as intelligible. The 
joke of it was, that Frenchmen seemed to find no diffi- 
culty in understanding him at his highest speed. On 
the whole, perhaps, this fact astonishes me more than 
the other. 

Dinner was as far over as it could get without begin- 
ning again and calling itself breakfast ; so the party 
broke up in a whirlwind of patriotic songs, and, one by 
one, we dropped our guests over the side of the vessel 
until there was none left, and then we waved them a 
thousand adieus, and kept up the last words as long as 
we could catch the faintest syllable of a reply. There 
were streaks of dull red in the east by this time, and 
the outlines of the city were again becoming visible. 
This I dreaded a little ; and, when our boat had re- 
turned and everything was put in shipshape, I delibe- 
rately dropped a tear in the presence of my messmates, 
who were overcome with emotion at the spectacle ; and, 
having all embraced, we went below, where I threw 
myself, with some caution^ into my hammock^ and slept 
until broad daylight. 

I did not venture on deck again until after our first 
Dieakfast, — ^an informal one, that set uneasily on the 
table, and seemed inclined to make its escape from one 
side or the other. Of course, we were well imder way 
by this time. I was assured of the fact by the reckless 
rolling of the vessel and the strange and unfamiliar*, 
feeling in my stomach, as though it were some other 
fellow's stomach, and not my own. My legs were a 
trifle uncertain ; my head was queer. Everybody was 
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rushing everjrwhere, and doing things that had to be 
undone or done over again in the course of the next ten 
minutes. I resolved to pace the deck, which is probably 
the best thing for a man to do when he goes down to 
the sea in ships, and does business — ^jrou could hardly 
call it pleasure — on great waters. 

I went up the steep companion-way, and found a 
deck-load of ropes, and the entire crew — dressed in blue 
flannel, with broad collars — skipping about in the most 
fantastic manner. It was like a ballet scene in UAfri- 
caine, and highly diverting — ^for a few minutes ! From 
my stronghold on the top stair of the companion-way, I 
cast my eye shoreward. The long coast ran down the 
horizon under a broadside of breakers that threatened 
to engulf the continent ; the air was grey with scatter- 
ing mist ; the sea was much disturbed, and of that ugly 
yellowish-green tint that signifies soundings. Over- 
head, a few sea-birds whirled in disorder, shrieking as 
though their hearts would break. It looked ominous, 
yet I felt it my duty, as an American under the shadow 
of the tricolour, to keep a stiff upper lip, — and I flatter 
myself that I did so. Figuratively speaking, I balanced 
myself in the mouth of the companion-way, with a 
Itottle of claret in one pocket and a French roll in the 
other, while I brushed the fog from my eyes with the 
sleeve of my monkey-jacket, and exclaimed with the 
bard, " My native land, good-night." 

It was morning at the time, but I did not seem to 
care much. In fact, time is not of the slightest con- 
sequence on shipboard. So I withdrew to my ham- 
mock, and having climbed into it in safety ended the 
day after a miserable fashion that I have deplored a 
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thousand times since^ during the prouder moments of 
my life. 

A week passed by — I suppose it was a week, for I 
could reckon only seven days, and seven nights of about 
twice the length of the days — during that interval ; yei 
I should, in the innocence of my heart, have called it a 
month, without a moment's hesitation. We arose late 
in the morning, — ^those of us who had a watch below ; 
ate a delightfully long and narrow breakfast, consisting 
of an interminable procession of dishes in single file ; 
paced the deck and canvassed the weather ; went below 
to read, but talked instead ; dined as we had break- 
fasted, only in a far more elaborate and protracted 
manner, while a gentle undercurrent of side-dishes lent 
interest to the occasion. There was a perpetual stream 
of conversation playing over the table, from the moment 
that heralded the soup until the last drop of black coffee 
was sopped up with a bit of dry bread. By the time 
we had come to cheese, everybody felt called upon to 
say his say, in the face of everybody else. I alone kept 
my place, and held it because the heaviest English I 
knew fell feebly to the floor before the thunders of those 
five prime Frenchmen, who were flushed with enthusi- 
asm and good wine. I dreamed of home over my 
cigarette, and tried to look as though I were still in- 
terested in life, when. Heaven knows, my face was more 
like* a half-obliterated c^imeo of despair than anything 
human. Thanaron, my foreign affinity, now and then 
threw me a semi-English nut to crack, but by the time 
I had recovered myself, — ^it is rather embarrassing to be 
assaulted even in the most friendly manner with a batch 
of broken English, — ^by the time I had framed an intel- 
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ligible response^ Thanaron was in the heat of a fresh 
argument, and keeping np a mnning fire of small shot 
that nearly floored the mess. 

Bnt there is an end even to a French dinner, and we 
ultimately adjourned to the deck, where, about sunset, 
everybody took his station while the Angelua was said, 
Tlien twilight, with a subdued kind of skylarking in the 
forecastle, and genteel merriment amidships, while 
Mormeur le Capitaine paced the high 4{narter-deck with 
the shadow of a smile crouching between tiie fierce 
jungles of his intensely black side-whiskers. Ah, sir, it 
was something to be at sea in a French transport with 
the tricolour flaunting at the peak ; to have four guns 
with their mouths gagged, and oilcloth capes lashed 
snugly over them ; to see everybody in uniform, each 
having the profoundest respect for ihose who ranked a 
notch above him, and having, alse, an ill-disguised con- 
tempt for the unlucky fellow beneadi him I This spirit 
was observable from one end of the ship t© the other, 
and, fflrs, we had a little world of our own revolving 
on a wabbling axis between the staunch ribs of the told 
transport "Chevert." 

We were bound for Tahiti, Q-od willing and the winds 
favourable ; and the common ho^ ef ukimately find- 
ing port in that paradise was all ihat held us together 
through thick and thin. We might wrangle at dinner, 
and come to breakfast next morning with bitterness in 
our hearts ; we might sink into the bottomless pit of 
despond ; we might revile Mormeur le Capitaine and 
Mimsieur le Cuismier^ including in our anathemas the 
elements and some other things ; iSiey (the Frenchmen) 
might laugh to scorn the great American people^ — 

18 
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and they did it, two or three times— and I, in my 
torn, might feel a secret contempt for Paris, wifli- 
out haying the power to express the same in tolerable 
French, so I felt it, and held my tongue. Even Thana- 
ron gave me a French shrug now and then that sent 
the cold shivers through me ; but there was sure to 
come a sunset like a sea of fire, at which golden hour 
we wQre marshalled amidships, and stood with un- 
covered heads and the soft light playing over us, while 
the littlest French boy in the crew said the evening 
prayer with exceeding sweetness, — ^being the youngest, 
he was the most worthy of saying it, — ^and then we all 
crossed ourselves, and our hearts melted within us. 

There was something in the delicious atmosphere, 
growing warmer every day, and something in the 
delicious sea, that was beginning to rock her floating 
gardens of blooming weed under our bows, and some- 
thing in the aspect of Monsieur le Capitaine, with his cap 
off and a shadow of prayer softening his hard, proud 
face, that unmanned us ; so we rushed to our own Uttle 
cabin and hugged one another, lest we should forget how 
when we were restored to our sisters and our sweet- 
hearts, and everything was forgiven and forgotten in 
one intense moment of French remorse. 

Who took me in his arms and carried me the length 
of the cabin in three paces, at the imminent peril of my 
life ? Thanaron 1 Who admired Thanaron's gush of 
nature, and nearly squeezed the life out of him in the 
vain hope of making their joy known to him ? Every- 
body else in the mess 1 Who looked on in bewilder- 
ment, and was half glad and half sorry, though more 
glad than sorry by half, and wondered all the while 
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what was coming next? Bless you, it was 1 1 And we kept 
doing that sort of thing until I got very used to it, and 
by the time we sighted the green summits of Tahiti, my 
range of eyperience was so great that nothing could 
touch me further. It may not be that we were governed 
by the laws of ordinary seafarers. The " Chevert '* was 
shaped a little like a bath-tub, with a bow like a duck's 
breast, and a high, old-fashioned quarter-deck, resembUng 
a Chinese junk with a reef in her stem. Forty bold 
sailor-boys, who looked as though they had been built 
on precisely the same model and dealt out to the 
government by the dozen, managed to keep the decks 
very clean and tidy, and the brass-work in a state of 
dazzling brightness. The ship was wonderfully well- 
ordered. I could tell you by the sounds on deck, while 
I swung in the comfortable seclusion of my hammock, 
just the hour of the day or night, but that was after I 
had once learned the order of events. There was the 
Sunday morning inspection, the Wednesday sham naval 
battle, the prayers night and morning, and the order to 
shorten sail each evening. Between times the decks 
were scrubbed and the whole ship renovated; sometimes 
the rigging was darkened with drying clothes, and 
sometimes we felt like ancient mariners, the sea was so 
oily, and the air so hot and still. There was nothing 
stirring save the sea-birds, who paddled about like tame 
ducks, and the faint, thin thread of smoke that 
ascended noiselessly from the dainty rolls of tobacco in 
the fingers of the entire ship's crew. In fact, when we 
moved at all in these calm waters, we seemed to be pro- 
pelled by forty-cigarette power, for there was not a 
breath of air stirring. 
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It was at such times that we fought our bloodless 
battles. The hours were ominous ; breakfast did not 
seem half a breakfast, because we hurried through it with 
the dreadful knowledge that a conflict was pending, and 
possibly — ^though not probably — ^we might never gather 
at that board again, for a naval engagement is some- 
thing terrible, and life is uncertain in the fairest weather. 
Breakfast is scarcely over when the alarm is given, and 
with ihe utmost speed every Frenchman flies to his post- 
Already the horizon is darkened witii the Prussian navy, 
yet our confidence in the staunch old "Chevert," in 
-each particular soul on board, and in our undaunted 
leader, — Movmeur le Capitavneywhoiseveii now scouring 
the sea wiih an enormous marine glass that of itself 
is enough to strike terror to the Prussian heart, — our 
implicit oonfideace in ourselves is such that we smilingly 
await the approach of the doomed fleet. At last they 
come within range of our guns, and the conflict begins. 
I am unfortunately compelled to stay beneath the hatches. 
A sham battle is no sight for an inexperienced landsman 
to witness, and, moreover, I should doubtless get in the 
way of the frantic orew, who seem resolvod to shed the 
last drop of French blood m behalf of la belle France. 

Marine engagements are, as a general thing, a great 
bore. The noise is something terrific ; ammunition is 
continually passed up through the laransom over our 
dinneivtable, and a thousand feet are rushing over the 
deck with a noise as of theatrical thunder. The en- 
gagement lasts for an hour or two. Once or twice we 
are enveloped in sheets of flame. We are speedily 
deluged with water, and the conflict is renewed wiih 
the greatest enthusiasm. Again, and again, and again, 
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•we pour a broadside into the enemy's fleet, and always 
with terrific effect. We invariably do ourselves the 
greatest credit, for, by the time our supplies are about 
exhausted, not a vestige of the once glorious navy of 
Prussia remains to tell the tale. The sea is, of course, 
blood-stained for miles around. The few persistent 
Prussians who attempt to board us are speedily de^ 
spatched, and allowed to drop back into the remorseless 
waves. A shout of triumph rings up from our tri- 
umphant crew, and the play is over. 

Once more the hatches are removed ; once more I 
breathe the sweet air of heaven, for not a grain of 
powder has been burned through all this fearful con- 
flict ; once more my messmates rush into our little 
cabin and regale themselves with copious draughts of 
absinthe, and I am pressed to the proud bosom of 
Thanaron, who is restored to me without a scar to dis- 
figure his handsome little body. I grew used to these 
weekly wars, and before we came in sight of our green 
haven, there was not a Prussian left in the Pacific. It 
is impossible that any nation, though they he schooled 
to hardships, could hope to survive such a succession of 
disastrous conflicts. On the whole, I like sham battles ; 
they are deuced exciting, and they don't hurt. 

How different, how very different those sleepy days 
when we were drifting on towards the Marquesas Is- 
lands 1 The silvery phaetons darted overhead like day- 
stars shooting from their spheres. The seaweed grew 
denser, and a thousand floating things, — ^broken branches 
with a few small leaves attached, the husk of a cocoa- 
nut, or straws such as any dove from any ark would be 
glad to seize upon, — these gave us ample food for specu- 
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lation. "Piloted by the slow, unwilling winds," we 
came close to the star-Ut Nouka Hiva, and shortened 
sail right under its fragrant shadow. It was a glorious 
night. There was the subtile odour of earth in the 
warm, faint air, and before us that impenetrable shadow 
that we knew to be an island, yet whose outlines were 
traceable only by the obliterated stars. 

At sunrise we were on deck, and, looking westward, 
saw the mists melt away like a veil swept from before 
the face of a dusky Venus just rising from the waves. 
The island seemed to give out a kind of magnetic heat 
that made our blood tingle. We gravitated toward it 
with an almost irresistible impulse. Something had to 
be done before we yielded to the fascinations of this 
savage enchantress. Our course lay to the windward 
of the south-eastern point of the land; but, finding that 
we could rxoi weather it, we went off before the light 
wind and drifted down the northern coast, swinging an 
hour or more under the lee of some parched rocks, eye- 
ing the " Needles," — ^the slender and symmetrical peaks 
so caDed, — ^and then we managed to work our way out 
into the open sea again, and were saved. 

Valleys lay here and there, running back from the 
shore with green and inviting ristas ; sKm waterfalls 
made one desperate leap from the clouds and buried 
themselves in the forests hundreds of feet below, where 
they were lost for ever. Bain-clouds hung over the 
mountains, throwing deep shadows across the slopes 
that but for this relief would have been too bright for 
the sentimental beauty that usually identifies a tropical 
island. 

I happened to know something about the place, and 
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marked every inch of Ae scorching soil as we floated 
past groyes of rosewood, sandal-wood, and a hundred 
sorts of new and strange trees, looking dark and velvety 
in the distance ; past strips of beach that shone like 
brass, while beyond them the cocoa-palms that towered 
above the low, brown huts of the natives seemed to 
reel and nod in the intense meridian heat. A moist 
cloud, far up the mountain, hung above a serene and 
sacred haunt, and under its shelter was hidden a deep 
valley, whose secret has been carried to the ends of the 
earih ; for Herman MelvUle has plucked out the heart 
of its mystery, and beautifal and barbarous Typee lies 
naked and forsaken* 

I was rather glad we could not get any nearer to 
it, for fear of dispelling the ideal that has so long 
charmed me. Catching the wind again, late in the 
afbemoon, we lost the last outline of Nouka Hiva in the 
soft twilight, and said our prayers that evening as much 
at sea as ever. Back we dropped into the solemn round 
ofuneventftd days. Even the sham battles no longer 
thrilled us. In fact, the whole affair was a little too 
theatrical to bear frequent repetition. There was but 
one of our mess who could muster an episode whenever 
we became too stagnant for our health's good, and this 
was our first officer, — a tall, slim fellow, with a warlike 
beard, and very soft, dark eyes, whose pupils seemed to 
be floating aimlessly about under the shelter of long 
lashes. His face was in a perpetual dispute with itself, 
and I never knew which was the right or the wrong 

side of him. B was the happy possessor of a tight 

little African, known as Nero, although I always looked 
upon him as so much Jamaica ginger. Nero was as^ 
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handsome a specimen of tangible darkness as you wiU 

sight in a summer's cruise. B loved with the 

ardour of his vacillating eyes, yet governed with the 
rigour of his beard. Nero was consequently prepared 
for any change in the weather, no matter how sudden 
or uncalled for. In the equatorial seas, while we sailed 
to the measure of the Ancient Mariner, B sum- 
moned Nero to the sacrifice, and, having tortured him 
to the extent of his wits, there was a reconciliation 
more ludicrous than any other scene in the &rce. It 

was at such moments that B 's eyes literally swam, 

when even his beard wilted, while he told of the thou- 
sand pathetic eras in Nero's Ufe, when he might have 
had his liberty, but found the service of his master more 
beguiling ; of the adventures by flood and field, where 

B was distinguishing himself, jret at his side, 

through thick and thin, struggled Ihe faithful Nero. 
Thus B warmed himself at the fire his own enthu- 
siasm had kindled on the altar of self-love, and every 
moment added to his fervour. It was the yellow fever, 
and the cholera, and the smallpox, that were powerless 
to separate that faithful slave from the agonizing bedside 
of his master. It was shipwreck, and fiimine, and the 
smallest visible salary, that seemed only to strengthen 
the ties that bound them the one to the other. Death — 

cruel death — ^alone could separate them ; and B 

took Nero by the throat and kissed him passionately 
upon his sooty cheek, and the floating eyes came to a 
standstill with an expression of virtuous defiance that 
was calculated to put all conventionalities to the blush. 
We were awed by the magnanimity of such conduct, 
until we got thoroughly used to it, and then we we);0 
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simply entertained. We kept looking forward to the 
conclusion of the scene, which usually followed in the 

course of half an hour. B having fondled Nero to 

his heart's content, and Nero having become somewhat 
bored, there was sure to arise some mild disturbance, 

aggravated by both parties, and B ^ believing he 

had endured as much a» any Frenchman and first officer 
is expected to endure without resentment, suddenly 
rises, and, seizing Nero by the short, wiry moss of his 
scalp, kicks him deliberately from the cabin, and re- 
turns to us bursting with indignation. This domestic 
equinox we soon grew fond of, and, having become 
familiar with all its^ signals of approach, we watched 
with agreeable interest the inevitable climax. It was 
well for Nero that Nature had provided against any 
change of colour in hi» skin, for he must have borne the 
sensation of his chastisement for some hours, though he 
was unable to give visible expression of it. By-and-by 

eame B 's own private birthday. Nothing had been 

said of it at table, and, in fact, nothing elsewhere, that I 
remember ; but Nero, who had survived several of those 
anniversaries, bore it in mind, and our dinner was some- 
thing gorgeous — to lodt at I Unhappily, certain neces- 
sary ingredients had been unavoidably omitted in the 
concocting of the dessert, ornamental pastry not being 

set down in our regular bill of fare ; but B ate of 

pies that were built of chips, and of puddings that were 
stuffed with sawdust, imdil I feared we should be called 
upon to mourn the loss of a first officer before morning. 
Moreover, B insisted that everything was unsur- 
passed ; and, heaven be thanked t I believe the pastry 
could easily lay claim to thai distinction. At any rate, 
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never before or since have I laid teeth to snch a Dead 

Sea dessert. At this point, B naturally called Nero 

to him and thanked him, with moist and truthfiil eyes, 
and the ingenuous little Jamaican dropped a couple of 
colourless tears that would easily have passed for any- 
body's anywhere. For this mutual exhibition of senti- 
ment every one of us was duly grateful, and we never 

afterward scorned B for his eccentricities, since we 

knew him to be capable of genuine feeling. Moreover, 
he nearly died of his birthday feast, yet did not once 
complain of the unsuspecting cause of all his woe, who 
was at his side night and day, anticipating all his wishes, 
and deploring the unaccoimtable misfortunes of his 
master. 

So the winds blew us into the warm south latitudes. 
I was getting restless. Perhaps we had talked ourselves 
out of legitimate topics of conversation, and were forcing 
the social element. It was tedious beyond expression, 
passing day after day within sound of the same voices, 
and being utterly unable to flee into never so small a 
solitude, for there was not an inch of it on board. 
Swinging at night in my hammock between decks, 
wakefully dreaming of the future and of the past, again 
and again I have stolen up on deck, where the watch lay 
in the moonlight, droning their interminable yams and 
smoking their perpetual cigarettes, — ^for French sailors 
have privileges, and improve them with considerable 
grace. 

It was at such times that the wind sung in the rig- 
ging, with a sound as of a thousand swaying branches 
full of quivering leaves, — -just as the soft gale in the gar- 
den groves suggests pleasant nights at sea, the vibration 
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of the taut stays, and the rush of waters along the 
smooth sides of the vessel. A ship's rigging is a kind 
of sea-harp, pkyed upon by the four winds of heaven. 

The sails were half in moonlight and half in shadow. 
Every object was well defined, and on the high quartei>- 
deck paced Thanaron, his boyish figure looking strangely 
picturesque, for he showed in every motion how deeply 
he felt the responsibility of his office. There was usually 
a &int light in the apartments of Monsieur le Capitaine, 
and I thought of him in his gold lace and dignity, poring 
over a French novel, or cursing the light winds. I used 
to sit upon the neck of a gun, — one of our four dimi- 
mies, that were never known to speak louder than a 
whisper, — ^lay my head against the moist bulwarks, and 
listen to the half-savage chants of the Tahitian sailors 
who helped to swell our crew. As we drew down 
toward the enchanted islands they seemed fairly be- 
witched, and it was with the utmost difficulty that they 
could keep their mouths shut until evening, when they 
were sure to begin intoning an epic that usually lasted 
through the watch. Sometimes a fish leaped into the 
moonlight, and came down with a splash ; or a whale 
heaved a great sigh close to us, and as I looked over the 
bulwarks, I would catch a glimpse of the old fellow just 
going down, like a submerged island. Occasionally a 
flying-fish — a kind of tangible moonbeam — ^fell upon 
deck, and was secured by one of the sailors ; or a bird, 
sailing about with an eye to roosting on one of our 
yards, gave a plaintive, ominous cry, that was echoed in 
falsetto by two or three voices, and rung in with the 
Tahitian cantata of island delights. Even this sort of 
thing lost its charm after a little. Thanaron could not 
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speak to me^ because Thanaron was officer of the deck 
at that moment, and Tfaanaron himself had said to me, 
" Order, Monsieur, order is the first law of France ! " 
I had always supposed that Heaven had a finger in the 
making of that law, — ^but it is all the same to a French- 
man. 

Most sea-days have a tedious family resemblance, their 
chief characteristic being the almost total absence of any 
distinguishing feature. Fair weather and foul ; sun- 
light, moonlight, and starlight; moments of confidence ; 
oaths of eternal fidelity; plans for the future long 
enough to crowd a century uncomfortably; relapses, 
rows, recoveries ; then, after many days, the water sub- 
sided, and we saw land at last. 

Land, Grod bless it I Long, low coral reefs, with a 
strip of garden glorifying them ; rocks towering out of 
the sea, palm-crowned, foam-fringed ; wreaths of verdure 
cast upon the bosom of the ocean, for ever fragrant in 
their imperishable beauty ; and, beyond and above them 
all, gorgeous and glorious Tahiti. 

On the morning of the thirty-third day out, there 
came a revelation to the whole ship's company. A faint 
blue peak was seen struggling with the billows ; pre- 
sently it seemed to get the better of them, growing 
broader and taller, but taking hours to do so. The wind 
was stiff, and the sea covered with foam ; we rolled 
frightfully all day. Our French dinner lost its identity. 
Soup was out of the question ; we had hard work to 
keep meat and vegetables from total wreck, while we 
hung on to the legs of the table with all our strength. 
How the old " Chevert " " bucked," that day, as though 
conscious that for mouths to come she would ST^ansr in 
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still waters by the edge of green pastures, where any 
such conduct would be highly inappropriate. 

Every hour the island grew more and more beautiful, 
as though it were some lovely fruit or flower, swiftly 
and magically coming to maturity. A central peak, 
with a tiara of rocky points, crowns it with majesty, and 
a neighbouring island of great beauty seems its faithful 
attendant. I do not wonder that the crew of the 
" Bounty " mutinied when they were ordered to make 
sail and turn their backs an Tahiti ; nor am I surprised 
that they put the captain and one or two other objec- 
tionable features into a small boat, and advised them to 
continue their voyage if they were anxious to do so : 
but as for them, ^ve them Tahiti, or give them worse 
than death, — and, if convenient, give them Tahiti 
straight, and keep aU the rest for the next party that 
came along. 

As soon as we were within hailing distance, the pilot 
came out and took us under his wing. We kissed the 
hand of a citizen of the new world, and, for the first 
time since losing sight -of the dear California coast, dis- 
missed it from our minds. Hiere was very little wind 
right under the great green mountains, so the frigate 
^^Astrea" sent a dozen boats to tow us through the 
opening in the reef to out most welcome anchorage. 
No Doge of Venice ever cruised more majestically than 
we, and our sea-pageant was the sensation of the day. 

" Click-dick " went the anchor-chains through the 
hawse-holes, down into a deep, sheltered bowl of the sea, 
whose waters have never yet been ruffled by the storms 
that beat upon the coral wall around it. Along the 
crescent shores trees dropped their yellow leaves into the 
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water^ and tried their best to bury the slim canoes drawn 
up among their roots. Beyond this barricade of verdure 
the eye caught gUmpses of every sort of tropical habita- 
tion imaginable, together with the high roofs and pon- 
derous white walls of the French government buildings. 
The foliage broke over the little town like a green sea, 
and every possibility of a good view of it was lost in the 
inundation. Above it towered the sublime crest of the 
mountain, with a strip of doud about its middle in true 
savage fashion. Perpetual harvest lay in its lap, and it 
basked in the smile of God. 

Tvrilight, fragrant and cool ; a fruity flavour in the 
air, a flower-like tint in sea and sky, the ship's boat 
waiting to convey us shoreward. ... Thanaron, my 

Thanaron, with your arms about my neck, and B 's 

arms about you, and Nero clinging to his master's knees, 
— in fact, with everybody felicitating every other body, 
because it was such an evening as descends only upon 
the chosen places of the earth, and because, having com- 
pleted our voyage in safety, we were all literally in a 
transport I 
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ET this confession be topped with a vignette 
done in broad, shadowless lines, and few 
of them, — something like this : — 

A little, flyblown room, smelling of garlic; 
I cooling my elbows on the oily slab of a table (break- 
fast for one), and looking through a window at a glaring, 
whitewashed fence high enough to shut out the universe 
from my point of sight. Yet it hid not all, since it 
brought into relief a panting cock (with one leg in a 
string), which had so strained to compress itself into a 
doubtful inch of shade that its suspended claw clutched' 
the air in real agony. 

Having dazzled my eyes with this prospect, I turned 
gratefully to the vanities of life that may be had for two 
francs in Tahiti. Vide bill of fare : One fried egg, like 
the eye of some gigantic Albino ; potatoes hollowed out 
bombshell fashion, primed with liver-sausage, very inge- 
nious and palatable ; the naked corpse of a fowl that 
cared not to live longer, from appearances, yet looked 
not happy in death. 

Item : Wonder if there is a more ghastly spectacle 
than a chicken cooked in the French style; its knees 
drawn up on its breast like an Indian mummy, while 
its blue-black, parboiled, and melancholy visage tearfully 
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MiTveys its own unshrouded remains. After a brief 
season of meditation, I said, and I tmst I meant it, ^^ I 
thank the Lord for all these blessings." Then I gave 
the corpse of the chicken Christian burial under a fold 
of the window curtain, disposed of the fried eye of the 
Albino, and transformed myself into a mortar for the 
time being, taking potato-bombshells according to my 
calibre. 

There was claret all the while and plenty of butterless 
roll, a shaving of cheese, a banana, black coffee and 
cognac, when I turned again to dazzle myself with the 
white fence, and saw with infinite pity, — ^a sentiment 
perhaps not unmixed with a mispicion of cognac or S€^e 
other temporary humanizing element, — I saw for a fact 
that the poor cock had wilted, and lay flat in the sun 
like a last year's duster. That was too much for me. 
I wheeled towards the door where gleamed the bay with 
its lovely ridges of light; <canoes drifting over it drew 
<the eye after them irresistibly; I heard the ship-calkers 
on the beach making their monotonous clatter,' and the 
drone of the bareheaded fruitsellers squatted in rows 
chatting indolently, with their eyes half shut. I could 
think of nothing but bees humming over their own 
sweet wares. 

About this time a young fellow at the next table, who 
had scarcely a mouthful of English at his command, 
implored me to take beer with him; implying that we 
might, if desirable, become as tight as two bricks. I 
declined, much to his admiration, he regarding my refusal 
as a clear case of moral courage, whereas it arose simply 
and solely from my utter inability to see his treat and 
go him one better, . 
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An adult in Tahiti has an eating hour allotted to 
him twice a day, at 10 a.m. and 5 p.m. My time being 
up, I returned to the store in an indifferent frame of 
mind, and upon entering the presence of my employer, 
who had arrived a moment before me, I was immedi- 
ately covered with the deep humiliation of servitude, 
and withdrew to an obscure comer, while Monsieur and 
some naval guests took absinthe unblushingly, which 
was, of course, proper enough in them. Call it by what 
name you will, you cannot sweeten servility to my 
taste. Then why was I there and in bondage? The 
spirit of adventure that keeps life in us, yet comes near 
to worrying it out of us now and then, lured me with 
my handful of dollars to the Garden of the Pacific. 
"You can easily get work," said some one who had 
been there and didn't want it. If work I must, why 
not better there than here, thought I; and the less 
money I take with me the surer am I to seek that which 
might not attract me under other circumstances. A 
few letters which proved almost valueless ; an abiding 
trust in Providence, afterward somewhat shaken I am 
sorry to state, which convinces me that I can no longer 
hope to travel as a shorn lamb; considerable confidence 
in the good feeling of my fellow-men, together with the 
few dollars above referred to, — comprised my all when 
I set foot on the leaf-strewn and shady beach of Papeete. 

Before the day was over I saw my case was almost 
hopeless; I was one too many in a vei*y meagre con- 
gregation of foreigners. In a week I was desperate, 
with poverty and disgrace brooding like evil spirits on 
either hand. Every ten minutes some one suggested 
something which was almost immediately suppressed by 

19 
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the next man I met, to whom I applied for furiiher 
information. Teach, said one : there wasn't a pupil to 
be had in the dominion. Clerkships were out of the 
question likewise. I might keep a store, if I could get 
anything to put in it; or go farther, as some one sug- 
gested, if I had money enough to get there. I thought 
it wiser to endure the ills I had than fly to others that 
I knew not of. In this state I perambulated the green 
lanes of Papeete, conscious that I was drawing down 
tons of immaterial sympathy from hearts of various 
nationalities, beating to the music of regular salaries in 
hard cash, and the inevitable ringing of their daily 
dinner-bell; and I continued to perambulate imder the 
same depressing avalanches for a fortnight or more, — ^a 
warning to the generation of the inexperienced that 
persists in sowing itself broadcast upon the edges of the 
earth, and learns too late how hard a thing it is to take 
root under the circumstances. 

One gloomy day I was seized in the marketplace and 
led before a French gentleman who offered me a bed 
and board for such manual compensation as I might be 
able to give him in his o£Sce during the usual business 
hours, namely, from daybreak to sometime in the after* 
noon, unless it rained, when business was suspended, 
and I was dropped until fair weather should set that 
little world wagging again. 

I was invited to enter into the bosom of his family, 
in fact, to be (me of them, and no single man could ask 
to be more; to sit at his table and hope for better days, 
in which diversion he proposed to join me with all his 
soul. 

With an emotion of gratitude and a pang at being 
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thus early a subject of charity, I began business in 
Papeete, and learned within the hour how sharper than 
most sharps it is to know only your own mother-tongue 
when you're away from home. 

Nightly I walked two hot and dusty miles through 
groves of bread-fruit and colonnades of palms to my 
new master's. I skirted, with loitering steps, a placid 
sea whose crystalline depths sheltered leagues and leagues 
of Sim-painted corals, where a myriad fish,* dyed like 
the rainbow, sported unceasingly. Springs gushed from 
the mountain, singing their song of joy; the winds sang 
in the dark locks of the sycamore, while the palm- 
boughs clashed like cymbals in rhythmical accompani- 
ment; glad children chanted their choruses, and I alone 
couldn't sing, nor hum, nor whistle, because it doesn't 
pay to work for your board, and settle for little necessi- 
ties out of your own pocket, in any latitude that I ever 
heard of. 

We lived in a grove of ten thousand cocoa-palms 
crowning a hill-slope to the west. How all-sufficient it 
soimds as I write it now, but how little I cared then, 
for many reasons I My cottage had prior tenants^ who 
disputed possession with me, — ^winged tenants who 
sought admission at every cranny and frequently obtained 
it in spite of me; these were not angels, but hens. My 
cottage had been a granary until it got too poor a recep- 
tacle for grains, and a better shelter left it open to the 
barn-fowls until I arrived. They hated me, these hungry 
chickens; they used to sit in rows on the window-sill 
and stare me out of countenance. A wide bedstead, 
corded with thongs, did its best to furnish my apartment. 
An arrow, a very narrow and thin ship's mattress, that 
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had been a bed of torture for many a sea-sick soul before 
it descended to me ; a flat pillow like a pancake; a 
condemned horse-blanket contributed by a good-natured 
Kanack who raked it from a heap of refuse in the yard, 
together with two sacks of rice, the despair of those 
hens in the window, were all I could boast of. With 
this inventory I strove (by particular request) to be one 
of those who were comfortable enough in the chlLteau 
adjoining. • Summoned peremptorily to dinner, I entered 
a little latticed saloon connected with the chateau by a 
covered walk, discovered Monsieur seated at table and 
already served with soup and claret; the remainder of 
the company helped themselves as they best could; and 
I saw plainly enough that the family bosom was so 
crowded already, that I might seek in vain to wedge 
myself into any comer of it, at least until some vacancy 
occurred. 

After dinner, sat on a sack of rice in my room while 
it grew dark and Monsieur received calls; wandered 
down to the beach at the foot of the hill and lay a long 
time on a bed of leaves, while the tide was out and the 
crabs clattered along shore and were very sociable. 
Natives began to kindle their evening fires of cocoanut 
husks ; smoke, sweet as incense, climbed up to the 
plumes of the palm-trees and was lost among the stars. 
Morsels of fish and bread-fruit were offered me by the 
untutored savage, who welcomed me to his frugal meal 
and desired that I should at least taste before he broke 
his fast. Canoes shot out from dense, shadowy points, 
fishers standing in the bows with a poised spear in one 
nand ; a blazing palm-branch held aloft in the other 
shed a warm glow of light over their superb nakedness. 
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Bathed by the sea, in a fresh, cool spring, and returned 
to my little coop, which was illuminated by the glare of 
fifty floating beacons; looking back from the door I 
could see the dark outlines of the torch-bearers and 
hear their signal calls above the low growl of the reef a 
half-mile farther out from shore. It was a blessinor to 
lie awake in my little room and watch the flicker of 
those fires ; to thin khow Tahiti must look on a cloud- 
less night from some heavenly altitude, — ^the ocean still 
as death, the procession of fishermen sweeping from 
point to point within the reef, till the i3land, flooded 
with starlight and torchlight, lies like a green sea-garden 
in a girdle of flame. 

A shrill bell called me from my bed at dawn. I was 
not unwilling to rise, for half the night I lay like a saint 
on the tough thongs, having turned over in sleep, 
thereby missing the mattress entirely. Made my toilet 
at a spring on the way into town ; saw a glorious sun- 
rise that was as good as breakfast, and found the whole 
earth and sea and all that in them is sinorinor a^ain 
while I listened and gave thanks for that privilege. At 
ten a.m. I went to breakfast in the small restaurant 
where I have sketched myself at the top of this chro- 
nicle, and whither we may return and begin over again 
if it please you. 

I was about to remark that probably most melancholy 
and homesickness may be cured or alleviated by a 
wholesome meal of victuals ; but I think I won't, for, 
on referring to my note-book, I find that within an 
hour after my return to the store I was as heart-sick as 
ever, and wasn't afraid to say so. It is scarcely to be 
wondered at : the sky was dark ; aboard a schooner 
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some sailors were makiiig that doleful whine peculiar to 
them, as they hauled in to shore and tied up to a tree in 
a sifting rain ; then everything was ominously still as 
though something disagreeable were about to happen ; 
thereupon I doubled myself over the counter like a 
half-shut jack-knife, and burying my face in my hands 
said to myself, " 0, to be alone with Nature ! her 
silence is religion and her sounds sweet music." After 
which the rain blew over, and I was sent with a hand- 
cart and one underfed Kanack to a wharf half a mile 
away to drag back several loads of potatoes. We two 
himgry creatures struggled heroically to do our duty. 
Starting with a multitude of sacks it was quite impbs- 
sible to proceed with, we grew weaker the farther we 
went, so that the load had to be reduced from time to 
time, and I believe the amount of potatoes deposited by 
the way considerably exceeded the amount we subse- 
quently arrived at the store with. Finding life a bur- 
den, and seeing the legs of the young fellow in harness 
with me bend under him in his frantic eflForts to get our 
cart out of a rut without emptying it entirely, I resolved 
to hire a substitute at my own expense, and save my 
remaining strength for a new line of business. Thus I 
was enabled to sit on the wharf the rest of the after- 
noon and enjoy myself devising new means of subsist- 
ence and watching the natives swim. 

Some one before me found a modicum of sweets in 
his cup of bitterness, and in a complacent hour set the 
good against the evil in single entry, summing up the 
same to his advantage. I concluded to do it myself, 
and did it thus : — 
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Evil. Good. 

I find myself in a foreign But I may do as I please in 
land with no one to love and consequence, and it is nobody's 
none to love me. business save my own. 

I am working for my board But I may quit as soon as I 
and lodging (no extras), and feel like it, and shall have no 
find it very unprofitable. occasion to dun my employer 

for back salary so long as I stop 

with him. 

My clothes are in rags. I But the weather is mild and 

shall soon be without a stitch to the fig-tree flourisheth. More- 

my back. over many a good savage has 

gone naked before me. 

I get hungry before breakfast But fasting is saintly. Day 

and feel funt after dinner, by day I grow more spiritual, 

What are two meals a day to a and shall cdiortly be a fit subject 

man of my appetite ? for translation to that better 

world which is doubtless the 
envy of all those who have lost 
it by over eating and drinking. 

Nothing can exceed the satisfaction with which I 
read and re-read this philosophical summary, but I had 
relapses every few minutes so long as I lived in Tahiti. 
I remember one Simday morning, a day I had all to 
myself when I cried out of the depths and felt better 
after it. It was a real Sunday. The fowls confessed it 
by the indifference with which they picked up a grain 
of rice now and then as though they weren't hungry. 
The family were moving about in an unnatural way ; 
some people are never themselves on the Lord's day. 
The canoes lay asleep off upon the water, evidently con- 
scious of the long hours of rest they were sure of 
having. To sum it all, it seemed as tiiough the cover 
had been taken off from the earth, and the angels were 
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sitting in big circles looking at us. Our clock had run 
down, and I found myself lialf an hour too early at 
mass. Some diminutive native children talked together 
with infinite gesticulation, like littie old men. At every 
lag in the conversation, two or three of them would 
steal away to the fence that surrounded the church and 
begin diligentiy counting the pickets thereof. They 
were evidentiy amazed at what they considered a sin- 
gular coincidence, namely, that the number of pickets, 
beginning at the front gate and counting to the right, 
tallied exactiy with the do. do. beginning at the do. do. 
and counting to the left ; while they were making 
repeated efforts to get at the heart of this mystery, the 
priest rode up on horseback, dismounted in our midst, 
and we all followed him into chapel to mass. 

A young Frenchman offered me holy-water on the tips 
of his fingers, and I immediately decided to confide in 
him to an unlimited extent if he gave me the oppor- 
tunity. It was a serious disappointment when I found 
later, that we didn't know six words in any common 
tongue. Concluded to be independent, and walked off 
by myself. Got very lonesome immediately. Tried to 
be meditative, philosophical, botanical, conchological, 
and in less than an hour gave it up, — ^homesick again, 
by Jove 1 

Strolled to the beach and sat a long time on a bit of 
wreck partiy imbedded in the sand ; consoled by the 
surpassing radiance of sunset, wondered how I could 
ever have repined, but proceeded to do it again as soon 
as it grew dark. Some natives drew near, greeting me 
kindly. They were evidentiy lovers ; talked in low 
tones, deeply interested in the most trivial things^ sucji 
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as a leaf falling into the sea at our feet and floating 
stem up, like a bowsprit; he probably made some poetic 
allusion to it, may have proposed braving the seas with 
her in a shallop as fairy-like, for both fell a-dreaming 
and were silent for some time, he worshipping her witih 
fascinated eyes, while she, woman-like, pretended to be 
all unconscious of his admiration. 

Silently we sat looking over the sea at Moorea, just 
visible in the light of the young moon, like a spirit 
brooding upon the waters, till I broke the spell by say- 
ing " Good-night," which was repeated in a chorus as I 
withdrew to my coop and found my feathered guests 
had beaten in the temporary barricade erected in the 
broken window, entered and made themselves at home 
during my absence, — a fact that scarcely endeared the 
spot to me. Next morning I was unusually merry ; 
couldn't tell why, but tried to sing as I made my toilet 
at the spring; laughed nearly all the way into town, 
saying my prayers, and blessing God, when I came sud- 
denly upon a horse-shoe in the middle of the road. 
Took it as an omen and a keepsake ; horse-shoes aren't 
shed everywhere nor for everybody. I thought it the 
prophecy of a change, and at once cancelled my engage- 
ment with my employer without having set foot into 
his house farther than the dining-room, or made any 
apparent impression upon the adamantine bosom of his 
family. 

After formally expressing my gratitude to Monsieur 
for his renewed offers of hospitality, I turned myself 
into the street, and was once naore adrift in the world. 
For the space of three minutes I was wild with joy at 
the thought of my perfect liberty. Then I grew ner- 
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vous, began to feel imhappj, nay, even gniltjr, as 
though I had thrown up a good thing. Concluded it 
was rash of me to leave a situation where I got two 
meals and a mattress, with the privilege of washing at 
my own expense. Am not sore that it wWt xmwise, 
for I had no dinner that afternoon ; and having no bed 
either, I crept into the verandah of a house to let, and 
dozed tiU daybreak 

There was but one thing to live for now, namely, to 
see as much of Tahiti as possible, and at my earliest 
convenience to return like the prodigal son to that 
father who would doubtless feel like killing something 
appropriate as soon as he saw me coming. I said as 
much to a couple of Frenchmen, brothers, who are 
Kving a dream-life over yonder, and whose wUdest 
species of dissipation for the last seven years has been 
to rise at intervals from their settees in the arbour, go 
deliberately to the farther end of the garden and eat 
several mangoes in cold blood. 

To comprehend Tahiti, a man must lose himself in 
forests whose resinous boughs are knotted with ribbons 
of sea-grass ; there, overcome by the music of sibilant 
waters sifting through the antlers of the coral, he is 
supposed to sink upon drifts of orange*blossoms only to 
be resuscitated by the spray of an approaching shower 
crashing iiu-ough the green solitudes Uke an army with 
chariots, — so those brothers said, with a mango poised 
in each hand ; and they added that I should have an 
official document addressed to the best blood in the 
kingdom, namely. Forty Chiefs of Tahiti, who would 
undoubtedly entertain me with true barbarian hospi- 
tality, better the world knows not. There was a delay 
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for some reason ; I, rather impatient, and scarcely 
hoping to receive so graoefol a compliment from head- 
quarters, trudged on alone^ with a light purse and an 
infinitesimal bundle of necessities, caring nothing for 
the weather nor the number of miles cleared per day, 
•since I laid no plans save the one to see as much as 
I might with the best grace possible, keeping an eye 
on the road for horse-shoes. Through leagues of ver- 
dure I wandered, feasting my five senses and finding 
life a hoUday at last. There were numberless streams 
to be crossed, where I loafed for hours on the bridges, 
satisfying myself with sunshine. Not a savage in the 
land was freer than I. No man could say to me, " Why 
stand ye here idle ? " for I could continue to stand as 
long as I liked and as idly as it pleased me in spite of 
him ! There were bridgeless streams to be forded ; but 
the Tahitian is a nomad continually wandering from one 
edge of his fruitful world to the other ; moreover, he is 
the soul of peace towards men of good-will : I was in- 
variably picked up by some bare-backed Hercules, who 
volunteered to take me over the water on his brawny 
brown shoulders, and could have easily taken two like 
me. It was good to be up there while he strode 
through the swift current, for I felt that he was per- 
fectly able to carry me to the ends of the earth without 
stopping, and that sense of reliance helped to reassure 
my faith in humanity. 

As I wandered, from most native houses came the 
invitation to enter and eat. Night after night I found 
my bed in the comer of some dwelling whither I had 
beeii led by the master of it with unaffected grace. It 
wasn't simply showing me to a spare room, but rather 
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unrolling the best mat and turning everjthing to my 
account so long as it pleased me to tarry. Sometimes 
the sea talked in its sleep not a rod from the house ; 
frequently the mosquitoes accepted me as a delicacy 
and did their best to dispose of me. Once I awoke 
with a headache, the air was so dense with the odour 
of orange-blossoms. 

There was frequently a strip of blue bay that ebbed 
and flowed languidly, and had to be lunched with ; or 
a very deep and melodious spring, asking for an in- 
terview, and, I may add, it always got it. I remember 
one miniature castle built in the midst of a grassy 
Venice by the shore. Its moats, shining with gold- 
fish, were spanned with slender bridges , toy fences of 
bamboo enclosed the rarer clumps of foliage ; and there 
was such an air of tranquillity pervading it that I 
thought I must belong there. Something seemed to 
gay, " Come in." I went in, but left very soon ; the 
place was so fairy-like, I felt as though I were liable 
to step through it and come out on some other side, 
and I wasn't anxious for such a change. 

I ate when I got hungry, a very good sort of a meal, 
consisting usually of a tiny piglet cooked in the native 
fashion, swathed in succulent leaves and laid between 
hot stones till ready for eating ; bread-fruit, like mashed 
potato, but a great deal better ; orange-tea and cocoa- 
milk, surely enough for two or three francs. Took a 
sleep whenever sleep came along, resting always till the 
clouds or a shadow from the mountain covered me so as 
to keep cool and comfortable. Natives passed me with 
salutations. A white man now and then went by barely 
nodding, or more frequently eyeing me with suspicion, 
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and giving me as much of his dust as he found con- 
venient. In the wider fellowship of nature, I forswore 
all blood relations, and blushed for those representatives 
of my own colour as I footed it right royally. There- 
fore, I was enabled to scorn the fellow who scorned me 
while he flashed the steel hoofs of his charger in my 
face and dashed on to the village we were both ap- 
proaching with the dusk. 

What a spot it was I A long lane as green as a 
spring meadow, lying between wall-like masses of foli- 
age whose deep arcades were frescoed with blossoms 
and festooned with vines. It seemed a pathway leading 
to infinity, for the blood-red bars of simset glared at its 
farther end as though Providence had placed them there 
to keep out the unregenerated. Not a house visible all 
this time, nor a human, though I was in the heart of 
the hamlet. Passing up the turf-cushioned road, I 
beheld, on either hand, through a screen of leaves, a log 
spanning a rivulet that was softly singing its monody ; 
at the end of each log the summer-house of some 
Tahitian, who sat in his door smoking complacently. 
It was a picture of still-life with a suggestion of possible 
motion ; a village to put into a greenhouse, water, and 
keep fresh for ever. Let me picture it once more, — 
one mossy street between two babbling brooks, and 
every house thereof set each in its own moated wilder- 
ness. This was Papeali. 

Like rows of cages full of chirping birds those bamboo 
huts were distributed up and down the street. As I 
walked I knew something would cause me to turn at 
the right time and find a new friend ready to receive 
me, for it always does. So I walked slowly, and without 
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hesitation or impatience, until I turned and met him 
coming out of his cage, crossing the rill by his log and 
holding out his hand to me in welcome. Back we went 
together, and I ate and slept there as though it had 
been arranged a thousand years ago ; perhaps it was I 
There was a racket up at the farther end of the lane, by 
the chief's house ; songs and nose-flutings upon the 
night air ; moreover, a bonfire, and doubtless much 
nectar, — ^too much, as usual, for I heard such cheers as 
the soul gives when it is careless of consequences, and 
caught a glimpse of the joys of barbarism such as ev^i 
we poor Christiains cannot wholly withstand, but turning 
our backs think we are safe enough. Commend me to 
him who has known temptation and not shunned it^ but 
actually withstood it I 

It was the dance, as ever it is the dance where all the 
aspirations of the soul find expression in the body ; those 
bodies that are incarnate souls, or those souls that are 
spiritualized bodies, inseparable, whatever they are, for 
the time being. The fire glowed fervently ; bananas 
himg out their tattered banners like decorations ; palms 
rustled their silver plumes aloft in the moonlight ; the 
sea panted on its sandy bed in heavy sleep ; the night- 
blooming cereus opened its waxen chambers and gave 
forth its treasured sweets. Circle after circle of swart 
savage faces were turned upon the flame-lit arena where 
the dancers posed for a moment with their hght drapery 
gathered about them and held carelessly in one hand. 
The music again sounded a reiteration of chords caught 
from the birds' treble and the wind's bass ; full and 
resounding syllables, richly poetical, teUing of orgies 
and of the mysteries of the forbidden revels in the 
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charmed valleys of the gods^ hearing which it were im- 
possible not to be wrought to madness ; and the dancers 
thereat' went mad^ dancing with infinite gesticulation, 
dancing to whirlwinds of applause till the undulation of 
their bodies was serpentine, and at last in frenzy they 
shrieked with joy, threw oflF their garments, and were 
naked as the moon. So much for a vision that kept me 
awake till morning, when I plodded on in the damp 
grass and tried to forget it, but couldn't exactly, and 
never have to this hour. Went on and on over more 
bridges spanning still-flowing streams of silver, past 
springs that lay like great crystals framed in moss 
under dripping, fern-clad chflFs that the sim never 
reaches. Came at last to a shining, whitewashed fort, 
on an eminence that commands the isthmus connecting: 
the two hemispheres of Tahiti, where down I dropped 
into a narrow valley full of wind and discord and a kind 
of dreary neglect that made me sick f»r any other 
place. More refreshment for the wayfarer, but to be 
paid for by the dish, and therefore hmited. Was obliged 
to hate a noisy fellow with too much bushy black beard 
and a freckled nose, and to hke another who eyed me 
kindly over his absinthe, having first mixed a glass for 
me. A native asked me where I was going ; being 
unable to give any satisfactory answer, he conducted 
me to his canoe, about a mile distant, where he cut a 
sapling for a mast, another for a gaflF, twisted, in a few 
moments, a cord of its fibrous bark, rigged a sail of his 
sleeping-blanket, and we were shortiy wafted onward 
before a light breeze between the reef and shore. 

Three of us with a bull-pup in the bows dozed under 
the afternoon sun. He of the paddle awoke now and 
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then to shift sail, beat the sea impetuously for a few 
seconds, and fell asleep again. Voices roused me 
occasionally, greetings from colonies of indolent 
Kanacks on shore, whose business it was to sit there till 
they got hungry, laughing weariness to scorn. 

Close upon our larboard-bow lay one of the islands 
that had bewitched me as I passed the shore but a few 
days previous ; under us the measureless gardens of the 
sea unmasked a myriad imperishable blossoms, centuries 
old some of them, but as fair and fresh as though bom 
within the hour. All that afternoon we drifted between 
sea and shore, and beached at sunset in a new land. 
Footsore and weary, I approached a stable from which 
thrice a week stages were despatched to Papeete. 

A modem pilgrim finds his scrip cumbersome if he 
has any, and deems it more profitable to pay his coach- 
man than his cobbler. 

I climbed to my seat by the jolly French driver, who 
was continually chatting with three merry nuns sitting 
just back of us, returning to the convent in Papeete 
after a vacation retreat among the hills. How they 
enjoyed the ride, as three children might! and were 
quite wild with delight at meeting a corpulent je>^^, who 
smiled amiably from his saddle and oflFered to show them 
the interior of the pretty chapel at Faaa (only three a's 
in that word), — ^the very one I grew melancholy in 
when I was a man of business. 

So they hurled themselves madly from the high seat, 
one after the other, scorning to touch anything so con- 
taminating as a man's hand, though it looked suicidal, 
as the driver and I agreed while the three were at 
prayers by the altar. Whipping up over the road town- 
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ward, I conld almost recognize my own footprints left 
since the time I used to take the dust in my face three 
mornings a week from the wheels of that very vehicle 
as I footed it in to business. Passing the spring, my 
toilet of other days, drawing to the edge of the town, 
we stopped being jolly, and were as proper as befitted 
travellers. We looked over the wall of the convent 
garden as we drove up to the gate, and saw the mother- 
superior hurrying down to us with a cumbersome chair 
for the reUef of the nuns, but before she reached us 
they had cast themselves to earth again in the face of 
destiny, and there was kissing, crying, and commotion 
as they withdrew under the gateway like so many doves 
seeking shelter. When the gate closed after liiem, I 
heard them aU cooing at once, but the world knows 
nothing further. 

Where would I be dropped? asked the driver. In 
the middle of the street, please you, and take half my 
little whole for your ride, sir 1 He took it, dropped me 
where we stood, and drove away, I pretending to be 
very much at my ease. God help me and all poor 
hypocrites ! 

I sought a place of shelter, or rather retirement, for 
the air is balm in that country. There was an old 
house in the middle of a grassy lawn in a by-street ; 
two of its rooms were furnished with a few papers and 
books, and certain gentlemen who contribute to its 
sup{M)rt lounge in when they have leisure for reading or 
a chat. I grew to know the place familiarly. I stole 
a night's lodging on its verandah in the shadow of a 
passion-vine ; but, for fear of embarrassing some early 
student in pursuit of knowledge, I passed tJie second 
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night on the floor of the dilapidated cook-house^ where 
the ants covered me. I endured the tortures of one 
who bares his body to an unceasing shower of sparks ; 
bat I survived. 

There was, in this very cook-house, a sink six feet in 
length and as wide as a coffin; Ihe third night I lay like 
a galvanized corpse with his lid off till a rat sought to 
devour me, when I took to the streets and walked till 
morning. By this time the president of the club, whose 
acquaintance I had the honour of, tendered me the free 
use of any portion of the premises that might not be 
otherwise engaged. With a gleam of hope I began my 
explorations. Up a narrow and winding stair I found 
a spacious loft. It was like a mammoth tent, a solitary 
centre-pole its only ornament. Creeping into it on 
all-fours, I found a fragment of matting, a dry crust, 
and an empty soda bottle, — ^footprints on the sands of 
time. 

" Poor soul 1 " I gasped, " where did ycm come from ? 
What did you come for? Whither, whither, have 
you flown ? " 

I might have added. How did you manage to get 
there ? But the present was so important a considera- 
tion, I had no heairt to look beyond it. The next ten 
nights I passed in the silent and airy apartment of my 
anonymous predecessor. Ten nights I crossed the 
unswept floor that threatened at every step to precipi- 
tate me into the reading-room below. With a faint 
heart and hollow stomach I threw myself upon my 
elbow and strove to sleep. I lay till my heart stopped 
beating, my joints were wooden, and my four limbs 
corky beyond all hope of reanimation. There the 
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mosquito revelled, and it was a promising place for 
centipedes. 

At either end of the building an open window ad- 
mitted the tip of a banana-leaf ; up their green ribs the 
sprightly monse careered. I broke the backbones of 
these banana-leaves, though they were the joy of my 
soul and would have adorned the choicest conservatory 
in the land. Day was equally unprofitable to me. My 
best friends said, "Why not return to California?" 
Every one I met invited me to leave the country at my 
earliest convenience. The American consul secured me 
a passage, to be settled for at home, and my career in 
that latitude was evidently at an end. In my siq>eiv 
fluous confidence in humanity, I had announced myself 
as a correspondent for the press. It was quite necessary 
that I should give some plausible reason for making my 
appearance in Tahiti friendless and poor. Therefore, I 
said plainly, " I am a correspondent, friendless and 
poor," believing that any one would see truth in the 
face of it, with half an eye. " Prove it," said one who 
knew more of the world than I. Then flashed upon me 
the alarming fact that I couldn't prove it, having 
nothing whatever in my possession referring to it in the 
slightest degree. It was a fatal mistake that might 
easily have been avoided, but was too well established 
to be rectified. 

In my chagrin I looked to the good old bishop for 
consolation. Approaching the Mission House through 
sunlit cloisters of palms, I was greeted most tenderly. 
I would have gladly taken any amount of holy orders 
for the privilege of ending my troublous days in the 
sweet seclusion of the Mission House. 
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As it was, I received a blessing, an autograph, and a 
*' God speed " to some other part of creation. Added 
to this I learned how the address to the Forty Chiefs of 
Tahiti in behalf of the foreign traveller, my poor self, 
had been despatched to me by a special courier, who 
found me not ; and doubtless the fetes I heard of and 
was for ever missing marked the march of that mes- 
senger, my proxy, in his triumphal progress. ' In my 
innocent degradation it was still necessary to nourish 
the inner man. - 

There is a market in Papeete where, under one broad 
roof, threescore hucksters of both sexes congregate long 
before daylight, and while a *fe^ candles illumine their 
wares, patiently await, custom. A half-dozen coolies; 
with an eye to business serve hot coiBFee and chocolate 
at a dime per cup to any who choose to ask for it. By 
seven a.m. the market is so nearly sold out that only 
the more plentiful fruits of the country are to be ob- 
tained at any price. A prodigal cannot long survive on 
husks, unless he have coffee to wash them down. I took 
my cup of it, with two spoonfuls of sugar and ants 
dipped out of a cigar-box, and a crust of bread into the 
bargain, sitting on a bench in the markei-place, with a 
coolie and a Kanack on either hand. 

It was not the coffee nor the sugared ants that I gave 
my dime for, but rather the privilege of sitting in the 
midst of men and women who were willing to accept 
me as a friend and helpmate without questioning my 
ancestry, and any one of whom would go me halves in 
the most disinterested manner. Then there was sure to 
be some superb fellow close at hand, with a sensuous lip 
curled under his nostril, a glimpse of which gave me 
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a dime's worth of satisfaction and more too. Ha\'inor 
secreted a French roll, five cents, all hot, under my 
coat, and- gathered the bananas that would fall in the 
yard so seasonably, I made my day as brief and com- 
fortable as possible by filling up with water from time 
to time. 

The man who has passed a grimy chop-house, wherein 
a frowzy fellow sat at his cheap spread, without envying 
the frowzy fellow his cheap spread, cannot truly sympa- 
thize with m^; 

The man who has not felt a great hollow in his 
jstomach which he found necessary to fill at the first 
fountain he came to, or go over on his beam-ends for 
lack of ballast, cannot fall upon my neck and call me 
brother. 

At daybreat I haunted those street fountains, waiting 
my turn while French cooks filled almost fathomless 
kegs, and coolies filled potbellied jars, and Kanacks 
filled their hollow bamboos that seemed fully a quarter 
of a mile in length. There I meekly made my toilet, 
took my first course of breakfast, rinsed out my hand- 
kerchiefs and stockings, and went my way. The whole 
performance was embarrassing, because I was a novice, 
and a dozen people watched me in curious silence. I 
had also a boot mth a suction in the toe ; there ia 
dust in Papeete ; while I walked that boot loaded 
and discharged itself in a manner that amazed and 
amused a smaQ mob of little natives who followed 
me in my free exhibition, advertising my shooting-boot 
gratuitously. 

I was altogether shabby in my outward appearance, 
and cannot honestly upbraid any resident of the town for 
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his neglect of me. I know that I suffered the agony of 
shame and the pangs of hunger ; but they were nothing 
to the utter loneliness I felt as I wandered about with 
my heart on my sleeve, and never a bite from so much 
as a daw. 

Did you ever question the possibility of a man's 
temporary transformation under certain mental, moral, 
or physical conditions? There are seasons when 
he certainly isn't what he was, yet may be more 
and better than he has been, if you give him time 
enough. 

I began to think I had either suffered this transform- 
ation or been maliciously misinformed as to my person- 
ality. Was I truly what I represented myself to be, or 
had I been a living deception all my days ? No longer 
able to identify myself asx any one in particular, it oc- 
curred to me that it would be well to address a few lines 
to the gentleman I had been in the habit of calling 
"father," asking for some particulars concerning his 
absent son. I immediately drew up this document ready 
for mailing : — 

Mosquito Haix., 

Cbntifkdb Avenue, Pafbtb. 

Dear Sib, — ^A nondescript awaits identification at this office. 
Answers to the names at the foot of this page, believes himself 
to be your son, to have been your son, or about to be something 
equally near and dear to you. He can repeat several chapters 
of the New Testament at the shortest notice ; recites most of 
the Catechism and Commandments ; thinks he would recognize 
two sisters and three brothers at sight, and know his mother 
with his eyes shut. 

He likewise confesses to the usual strawberry-mark in fast 
colours. If you will kindly send by return mail a few dollars, he 
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will clothe, feed, and water himself, and retam immediately to 
those arms which, if his memory does not belie him, have more 
than once sheltered his unworthy frame. I have, dear sir^ the 
fortune to be the article above described. 

The six months which would elapse before I could 
hope for an answer would probably have found me past 
all recognition, so I ceased crying to the compassionate 
bowels of Tom, Dick, and Harry, waiting with haggard 
patience the departure of the vessel that was to bear me 
home with a palpable C. 0. D. tacked on to me. Those 
last hours were brightened by the delicate attentions of 
a few good souls who learned, too late, the shocking state 
of my case. Thanks to them, I slept well thereafter in 
a real bed, and was sure of dinners that wouldn't rattle 
in me like a withered kernel in an old nutshelL 

I had but to walk to the beach, wave my lily hand, 
heavily tanned about that time, when lo ! a boat was 
immediately despatched from the plump little corvette 
"Chevert," where the tricolour waved triumphantly 
from sunrise to sunset, all the year round. 

Such capital French dinners as I had there, such 
offers of bed and board and boundless sympathy as were 
made me by those dear fellows who wore the gold lace 
and had a piratical-looking cabin all to themselves, were 
enough to wring a heart that had been nearly wrung 
out in its battle with life in Tahiti. 

No longer I walked the streets as one smitten with 
the plague, or revolved in envious circles about the 
market-place, where I could have got my fill for a half- 
dollar, but had neither the one nor the other. No 
longer I went at daybreak to swell the procession at the 
water-spout, or sat on the shore the picture of despair. 
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waiting sunrise, finding it my sole happiness to watch a 
canoe-load of children drifting out npon the bay, sing- 
ing like a railfol of larks ; nor walked solitarily through 
the night up and down the narrow streets wherein the 
gendarmes had learned to pass me unnoticed, with my 
hat under my arm and my heart in my throat. Those 
delicious moons always seduced me from my natural 
sleep, and I sauntered through the cocoa-groves whose 
boughs glistened like row after row of crystals, whose 
shadows were as mosaics wrought in blocks of silver. 

I used to nod at the low, whitewashed ^^ calabooses " 
fairly steaming in the sun, wherein Herman Melville 
got some chapters of " Omoo." 

Over and over again I tracked the ground of that 
delicious story, saying to the bread-fruit trees that had 
sheltered him, ^^ Shelter me also, and whoever shall 
follow after, so long as your branches quiver in the 
wind!" 

reader of "Omoo," tiiink of " Motoo-Otoo," 
actually looking warlike in these sad days, with a row 
of new cannons around its edge, and pyramids of balls 
as big as oocoanuts covering its shady centre. 

Walking alone in those splendid nights I used to hear 
a dry, ominous coughing in the huts of the natives. I 
felt as though I were treading upon the brinks of half- 
dug graves, and I longed to bring a respite to the 
doomed race. 

One windy afternoon we cut our stem hawser in a 
fidr wind and sailed out of the harbour ; I felt a sense 
of relief, and moralized for five minutes without stop- 
ping. Then I turned away from all listeners, and saw 
those glorious green peaks growing dim in the distance; 
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the clouds embraced them iu their profound secrecy; 
like a lovely mirage Tahiti floated upon the bosom of 
the sea. Between sea and sky was swallowed up vale, 
garden, and waterfall ; point after point crowded with 
palms ; peak above peak in that eternal crown of beauty; 
and with them the nation of warriors and lovers falling 
like the leaf, but^ unlike it« with no followers in the new 
season. 





A.N AFTERGLOW. 

HERE is a bell in a tower in the middle of 
our Square. At six every morning that 
bell does its best to tip over in delirious 
joy, but a dozen strokes with the big tongue 
of it is about all that is ever accomplished. 

I like to be wakened by that bell ; I like to hear it at 
meridian when my day's work is nearly done. It is 
swinging at this very minute, and the iron hammer is 
bumping its head on either side, wrought with melodiqus 
fiiry. 

The voice of it is so Kke the voice of a certain bell I 
used to hear in a dreamy seaside village off in the 
tropics, that I have only to dose my eyes and I am over 
the seas again where I belong. 

As it rings now, I fancy I am in a great stone house 
with broad verandahs, that stands in the centre of a 
grove of palms ; across a dusty lane lies the churchyard, 
and in tiie midst of the congregation of the departed I 
catch a glimpse of the homely whitewashed walls of 
the old missionary church. 

As the bell rings out at high noon, the pigeons flutter 
from the eaves of this old church, and sail about, half 
afraid, yet seeming to be a part of the service that is 
renewed from day to day. 
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In spirit I pace again those winding paths ; I meet 
dark faces^ that brighten as I greet them ; I hear the 
reef-music blown in from the summer sea; through 
leafy trellises I look into the watery distance, across 
which white sails axe wafted like feathers in an azure 
sky. 

A dry and floating dust, like powdered gold, glorifies 
the air. The vertical sun has driven the shadows to the 
wall, and the dry pods of the tamarind rattle and crackle 
in the intense heat, or perhaps a cocoanut drops sud- 
denly to the grass with a duU thud. 

A vixenish hornet swaggers in at the window, dan- 
gling its legs, the very ghost of an emaciated ballet-girl, 
and pirouettes about my head while I sit statue-like, but 
presently flirts out of the window and is gone. 

Do you think nothing transpires in this comer of the 
world ? The Coohe who brings me my morning cocoa- 
nut, the milk of which I drink from the shell, is just 
now picking up leaves as big as a panama hat out in the 
croquet-ground. Is that a common sight? 

Were I in Honolulu — the metropolis, you know — 
from my window I could see as of yore a singularly- 
shaped hill called Punch-bowl, that looms above the 
mass of fohage engulfing the pretty village. This 
Punch-bowl has been empty for ages, so have all the 
craters in that particular island. 

It has baked hard in the sun and is as red as clay, 
though a tinge of green in all its chinks suggests those 
antique bronzes of uncertain origin. Above it roll the 
snow-white trade-wind clouds, those commercial travel- 
lers that rush over us as though they had special business 
elsewhere. Beyond aU is the eternally blue sky of the 
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tropics, which generally seems so awfully high and 
hollow, that it makes a fellow lonesome to look at it. 

I like better to picture the narrow street in the 
neighbourhood, wherein man and beast travel amicably, 
and a disconsolate old kanaka, done up in a shirt or a 
sheet, settles wherever it pleases him, to take about 
three whiffs of tobacco from a stubby, black, brass-bound 
pipe before continuing his journey. 

Over the way there is a small shed, with one of its 
beam* hung fWl of dead-ripe bananas; on a little 
counter^ right under these yellow pouches of creamy 
pulp, lie heaps of native water-melons, looking very 
delicious. A pretty native girl, with an uncombed head, 
but pretty for all that, will sell you her poorest stores 
with a grace that is worth twice tlie money. 

Just beyond my window wave mango boughs heavily 
fruited. There are strange flowers palpitating in the 
sunshine, covered with dust-pollen; flowers whose ances- 
tors have Kved and died in Ceylon, Java, Japan, Mada- 
gascar, and all of those far-away lands, that make a 
boy's mouth water in study hours as he pores over his 
enchanted atlas. 

Sindbad had some rough experiences while he was 
travelling correspondent of the Daily Arabian Nights; 
but I warrant you there are plenty of us nowadays 
who would risk life and reputation for a tithe of his 
wonderful adventure. 

I hear the tramp of hoofs upon the hard-baked street; 
horsemen and horsewomen dash by, the men sitting limp 
in their saddles like our native Calif omians, and seeming 
almost a part of the animal, but the women erect and 
bold, astride their horses man-fashion, with an ample 
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spread of the knees, that at first strikes the foreigner as 
being novel and a little vulgar, — ^but of course it isn't, 
for having once become accustomed to it, it seems the 
only natural and graceAil way of sitting a horse. 

What the down is to the peach so is the last hour of 
sunshine to the tropical day ; it is the finishing touch 
that makes perfect the whole. The bell has just struck 
again, and its reverberating note seems of a colour with 
the picture in my mind — ^a bell for sunset, the angelus 
that caUs me back to the little village that lies half asleep 
over the water. Just fancy a long beach, with the sea 
rushing upon it, and turning a regular summersault, all 
spray and spangles, just before it gets there ; a unique 
lighthouse at the top of the one soKtary wharf, where 
the small boats land ; the white spires of two churches 
at the two ends of the town, and a sprinkling of roofs 
and verandahs but half-discovered in the confusion of 
green boughs, — that is Lahaina from the anchorage, to 
me the prettiest sight in the Hawaiian kingdom. 

Let us hasten shoreward. Perhaps we wonder if that 
ridge of breakers is to be climbed ; perhaps we look 
with a tinge of superstition into the affairs of Lahaina, 
wondering if it be really the abode of men in the flesh, 
or but a dream wherein spirits move and have their 
being. 

But we are speedily awakened by the boat-boy. Great 
is the boat-boy of Lahaina I He is amphibious and agile 
and impudent, and altogether comical. He has carried 
all the population of Lahaina, some two or three thou- 
sand, in his boat, first and last. He complacently suns 
himself on that solitary wharf, awaiting a fresh arrival 
and a renewal of business. He poses himself against 



3i8 SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. 

the whitewash of the wooden lighthouse in tremendons 
relief; he recognizes you in spite of yonr week-old 
beard and the dilapidated state of your travelling suit ; 
he hails you with the utmost cordiality ; it is impossible 
not to brave the sea with him, whether you will or no, 
for he is the embodiment of presuming good-nature, 
and you are as wax under the influence of his beaming 
and persuasive smile. The finger of Time doubles up 
the moment it points toward him ; he is the same yester- 
day, to-day, and in the middle of next week. I can 
lead you to the very boat-boy who collared me ten years 
ago, for he is still lying in wait for me ; and were I there 
in the flesh as I am there in the spirit, I should expect 
to fall into his hands within the hour, and would instinc- 
tively surrender whatever plans I may have cherished 
without a struggle and without a murmur. 

At six o'clock this evening the bell will ring again, 
and again I shall be transported ; then will shadows, 
very long cool shadows, stretch through the little tropical 
village ; at dusk the reef is stiller, and its roar sounds 
faint and far off, and is sometimes lost altogether. The 
pigeons are once more driven from their home in the 
belfry, but they soon return to it, and waltzing about 
on their slender pink legs for a moment, they disappear 
within the shelter of the tower. 

Every one has his easy-chair, smoking, chatting, or 
dreaming ; there is a sudden flush along the evening 
sky ; the marsh hens begin to pipe in the rushes ; the 
moths hover about, with big, staring, camelian eyea, 
and dash frantically at the old-fashioned solar-lamp that 
stands on the centre table in the open parlour. 

The night falls suddenly ; the air grows cool and moist ; 
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a great golden star sails through the sky, leaying a 
wake of fire. Island Home! made sacred with a 
birth and with a death I haunted with sweet and solemn 
memories 1 What if thy rocking palm boughs are as 
mu£9ed music and thy reef a dirge? The joy bells 
that have rung in the happy past shall ring again in 
the hopeful future, and life grows rosy in the radiance 
of the Afterglow. 
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new type on a large crown St/o pagCf 

and handsomely bound in cloth, are now 

ready, price Six Shillings each, 

X. Ready -Money Moptiboy. With 

Etched Portrait of James Rice, 
a. My Little GIpI. 

3. With Happ and Opown. 

4. This Son of Vulcan. 

5. TheQoiden Buttepfly. With Etched 

Portrait of Walter Besant. 

6. The Monies of Theleraa. 

7. By Gel la's Apboup. 

8. The Chaplain of the Fleet, 
f. The Seamy Side. 

xo. The Case of Mp. Lucpaft, &c. 
II. 'Twas in Tpafaigap's Bayi &c. 
la. The Ten Yeaps' Tenant, &c. 

Betham-Edwapds (M.)— Felicia 

By M. Betham-Eowards. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth extra, Ss. 6d, ; post Svo, Ulast. 
bdi., 28. 

Bewick (Thomas) and his 

Pupils. By Austin DoBSON. With 95 
Illnsts. Square 8vo, cloth extra. 68. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Hand- 
bool(s. 

Academy Notes, separate years, from 
1876 to 1887, and 1889, each l8. 

Academy Notes, 1890. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. Is. [Preparing, 

Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete 
in One Volume^ with about 500 Fac- 
simile Illustrations. Cloth Hmp, 68. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complete 
f^ in One Volume, with about 700 Fac- 

' simile Illustrations. Cloth limp, 68. 

Academy Notes, 1885-89. Complete 
in One Vol.. with about 600 Illastra- 
tions. Cloth limp, 78. 6d. 



Blackburn (Henry), continued-' 

Qposvenop Notes, 1877. 6d. 

Qposvenop Notes, separate years, from 
1878 to 1889, each l8. 

Qposvenop Notes, 1890. With nu- 
merous lUusts. l8. [Preparing, 

Qposvenop Notes, Vol. L, 1877-82. 
With upwards of 300 Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo, cloth limp. 68. 

Qposvenop Notes, Vol. IL, 1883-87. 
With upwards of 300 Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 68. 

The New Galiepy, 1888. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. l8. 

The New Galiepy, 1889. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. l8. 

The Engl Ish Plotu pes at t he National 
Qallepy. Z14 Illustrations. Is. 

The Old Masteps at the Nationat 
Galiepy. 128 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

A Complete iilustpated Catalogue 
to the National Galiepy. V/ith 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 34a 
Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 38. 

The Papis Salon, 1890. With 300 Fac- 
simile Sketches. Ss. [Preparing, 

Blake (William): Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B, Scott. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

Blind.— The Ascent of Man : 

A Poem. By Mathilde Blind. Crown 
8vo. printed on hand-made paper, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Bourne (H. R. Fox), Worlce by : 

English Merohants: Memoirs in Il- 
lustration of the Progress of British 
Commerce. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

English Newspapeps: Chapters in 
the History of Journalism. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 258. 

Bower8'(G.) Hunting SIcetches: 

Oblong 4to, half-bound boards, 2l8. each 
Canteps in Cpampshipe. 
Leaves IVom a Hunting Joupnal 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals. 

Boyle (Frederick), Worlds by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, America. 
Savage Life : Adventures of a Globe- 
Trotter. 

Chponlcies of No-Man's Land. 
Post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Bpand'sObsePvations on Popu- 
lar Antiquities, chiefly Illustrating 
the Oririn of our Vulvar Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Hejwy Ellis. 
Crown 8vo, with Illustrations. 7». 60. 

Bret Harte, Works by : 

Library Edition, Complete in Five 

Vols., cr. 8vo, cLextra, 68. each. 
Bret Harte'8 Collected Works: 

Library Edition. Ai ranged and 

Revised by the Author. 

Vol. 1. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Steel I*oi> 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 

Vol. II. Earlier Papers— Luck of 
Roaring Cam p. and other Sketches 
^Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
AND American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales of the Argomauti 
—Eastern Sketches. 

VoL IV. Gabriel Conroy. 

Vol. V. Stories — Cohdbmsed 

N OVB LS, ttC. ^ 

The Select Works of Bret Harts, in 
Prose and Poetry. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bbllbw, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8to, cloth extra. 78. 6d 

Bret Harts's Complets Postlcal 
Works. Author's Copyright Edition. 
Printed on hand-made paper and 
bound in buckram. Cr. 8vo, 4b. 6d. 

The Queen of the Pirate Isle. With 
28 original Drawings by Katb 
Grbbnaway, Reproduced in Colours 
by Edmu nd Evans. Sm. 4to, bds., 68. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, ftc. 

The Luck cf Roaring Camp, and 
other Sketches. 

CalKornlan Stories (including Thb 
Twins of Table Mountain, Jeff 
Briggs' s Love Story, & c.) 

Post 8vo, iiustrated boards, 88. each ; 

cloth, 28. 6d. each. 
Flip. I Maryja. 

A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
A Waif o f the Plains. \_Shortly. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. each. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. 
JefT Briggs's Love Story. 



Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The Reader's Hand book of Allusions, 
References, Plots, and Stories. 
Twelfth Thousan d. With Appendix, 
containing a Complete English 
BiBUOORAPHY. Cr. 8vo, cloth 78. 6d. 



Brewer (Rev. Dr.), continued— 
Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates: Being the Appendices to 
••The Reader^ Handbook," separ- 
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 2b. 
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, aijd Dogmatic Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra 78. 6C ^^^ 

Brewster (8irDavid),Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. each. 

More Worlds than Ons: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plates. 

The Martyrs of Sclenoe: Lives of 
Galileo, Tycho Brahb, and Kbp- 
LBR. With Portraits. 

Letters on Natural Magle. A New 
Edition, with numerous lllustrationa, 
and Chapters on the Bein^; and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by 
J. A. Smi th. 

Brlllat-Savarln.-Q astronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarjm. 
Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. 
Post 8vo, printed on laid-paper and 
half-bound, 28. 

Brydges. — Uncle Sam at 

Home. By Harold Brydges. Post 
8vo, illu st. boards, 28. ; cloth, 28. 6d. 

Buchanan's (Robert) Works: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 
Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour. 

With a Frontispiece by Arthur 

Hughes. 
Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan. 

With a Frontispiece by T. Dalxibl. 
The Earthquake; or, Six Days and 

a Sabbath. . „ . « 

The City of Dream: An Epic Poem. 

With Two lUusts. by P. Macnab. 

Second Edition. 

Robert Buohanan'sComplets Poeti« 
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. C rown 8vo, doth e xtra, 78. Od. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. With a Frontis- 
piece. 

God and the Man. With lUnstratioiis 
by Fred. Barnard. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. With 
Frontispiece by A. W. Coopbr. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Macmab. 

Annan Water. | The New Abelard. 

Foxglove Manor. 

Matt : A Story of a Caravan. 

The Master of the ^rln•i 

TheHelrof LInne. 



CHATTO * WWDUS, PICCADILLY. 



Burton (Captain).— The Book 

of the Sword : Bein^ a History of the 
Sword and its Use in all Countries, 
from the Earliest Times. By Richard 
F. Burton. With over 400 Illustra- 
tions. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 828. 

Burton (Robert): 

The Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts, Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomised: Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur- 
ton's Anatomy of Mblancboly. 
Post 8vo,cloth limp, Ss. 6d. 

Calne (T. Hall), Novels by: 

Crown 8yo, doth extra, 38. 6d. each ; poet 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Shadow of a Crlma. 

A Son of Hagai*. 

The Deemster : A Romance of the 
Isle of Man. 

Cameron (Commander). — 

The Cruise of the "Black Prince" 
Privateer. Bv V. Lovbtt Cameron, 
R.N.,C.B. With Two Illustrations by 
P. Macnab. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 68. ; 
po8t8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novale by: 

Crown 8yo^ cloth extra. Si. 6d. each 
poet 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Juliet's guardian. | Deceivers Ever. 
Carlyle (Thomas) : 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, l8. 60. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emersoni 
1834 to 1872. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vol8*i crown 8vo, cloth extra, 24s. 

Chapman's (Qeorge) Works: 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Algbr- 
MON Charlbs Swinburnb. vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, Ifls.; or separately, 68. each. 



Chatto& Jackson A Treatise 

on Wood Engravlntf, Historical and 
Practical. By Wu. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. LarfS 
4to^ half-bound, 288. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H.R . Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to, cloth extira, 6k. 

Chaucer for Sohoole. Bv Mrs. H. R« 
Hawsis. Demy 8vo, clotn limp, S8.6d 

Clodd. — Myths and Dreams. 

Bv Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author 
of "The Story of Creation," &e. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Cobban. — The Cure of Souls : 

A Story. By J. Maclarxn Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Coleman (John), Works by : 

Players and Playwrights I have 

Known. Two Vols., demy 8vo, doth 

extra, 248. 
Curly: An Actor's Romance. With 

Illustrations bv T. C. Dollman. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 18. 6d. 

Collins (Churton). — A Mono- 
graph on Dean Swift. By J. Chur- 
ton CoLLZHS. Crown 8vo, doth extra, 
88. IShortly, 

Collins (C. Allston) The Bar 

sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. Post 8vo, illustrated bds.,28. 

Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated Ixwrds, 28. each. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Transmigration. 

From Mid night to Midn ight. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8va^ 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by : 
Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; poet 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Blaoksmlth and Scholar. 
The VI I lags Comedy. 
You Play Me False. 

Post 8vo, illustrated bosids, Si 
Sweat and Twenty. 
Frances. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



OoHins (Wllkle), Novels by: 

Crown Ivo, cloth axtra, M. 6d. each ; 
post Bvo, illnttnrted boards, 8l. each ; 
doth limp, Si. 6d. each. 

Antonlna. Illiist. by SirJoHMGiLBBRT. 

Basil. lUostrated by Sh: Jobm Gil- 
bert and J Mahomet. 

Hide ftnd Seek. Ulnstrated by Sir 
John Gilbert and J. Mahonby. 

The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert. 

Queen af Hearts. Illustrated by Sir 
John Gilbert 

My Miscellanies, ^th a Steel-plate 
Portrait of Wilkib Collins. 

The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

F. A. Frasbr. 

The Moonstone. With Illustrations 

by G. DvMAURiERand F. A. Eraser. 

Man and Wife. Ulust. by W. Small. 

Pool* Miss Finch. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Edward 
Hughes. 

Miss or Mrs. P With Illustrations by 

S. L. FiLDEs and Henry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G.D0 Mauribr and CS.Reinhardt. 
The Frosen Deep. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and J. Mahonby. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. FiLDES and Sydney Hall. 
The Two Destinies. ^,. 
The Haunted Hotel. lUushrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
. The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science: A Story oi the 

Present Time. 
"I Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 

Ths Legacy of Cain. Cheap Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 88. 6d. 

Blind Love. With a Preface by 
Walter Besant, and Illustrations 
by A. Forbstibr. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. tShortly, 

Colman'8 Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins/' " My Nightgown and 
Slippers," and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of George Col- 
MAN. With Life by G. B. Buckstonb, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Colquhoun.— Every Inch a Sol- 
dier: A Novel. By M. J. Colquhoun. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2^. 

I — — . __ _- 

Coifvalescent ^ Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Cathskinb 
Ryan. Crown Svo, It. ; do^ 11.04, 



Conway (Moncu re D.), Works 

by: 
Demonology and Devil-Lore. Third 

Edition. Two Vols., royal Svo, with 

65 lllostrationSy 28l. 
A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 

bv W. J. •Hennbssy. SqaaxB 8vO| 

cloth extra, $8. 
Pine and Palm: ANoveL Cheaper 

Ed. Post Svo, illnst.bds.,2s.[S;K)y//y. 

Cook (Dutton), Novels by : 

Leo. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28, 

Paul Foster's Daughter. Crown Svo, 

cloth extra, Ss. Sol ; post Svo, illus- 

trated boards, 2m, 

Copyright. —A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Tbrrold. Post Svo, cl., 28. 6a, 

Cornwall.— PopularRomances 

of the West of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, la. 6d. 

Craddock. — The Prophet of 

the Great Smoky Mountains. By 
Charles Egbert Craddock. Post 
Svo i llust. bds., 2 8. ; c loth limp , 28. 6d. 

Cruikshank (George): ^ 
The Comio Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series ; The First from 1S35 
to XS43 ; the Second from 1844 to 
iSs3. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, Mat- 
BEw, Albert Smith, A'Bbckett, 
Robert Brouoh, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hink, Lahdells, &c. 
Crown Svo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 78. 6d. each. 
The Life of George Crulkehank. By 
Blanchard Terrold, Author of 
" The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Cumming(C. F. Gordon), Works 

by: 

Demy Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each. 
In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page Illusts. 
In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plalne. With numerous lUusts. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
Qvo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



eSATTO ^ WINDUS, PICCADILLY; 



Cu8san8.-^Handbook of Her- 

ftidpy; with Instruetions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &e. By Johh: E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Rerised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown Sto^ 
cloth extra, t>. 6d. ■. 

Cyples. — Hearts of Gold: A 

Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Daniel. — Merrle England, In 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations dv Robt. Cruik- 
SHAKK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8k. 6d. 

Daudet.— The Evangelist ; or, 

Port Salvation. By ALPhonsb 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
MELT2BR. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
88. 6d. ; post 8vo, ilTust. boards, 28. 

Davenant Hints for Parents 

on the Choice of a Profession op 
Trade for thefr Sons* By Francis 
Davenant, M.A. Post 8vo, ll. ; cloth 
limp, 18. Sd. 

Davies (Dr. N. E.), Works by: 
Crown Ivo, l8. each; cloth limp, 
l8.€d. each. 
One Thousand Medical Maxims. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
Foods for the Fat :.A Treatise on Cor- 
pulency (^anda^Dietar^Jor its Cure. 

Aide to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 8b. s 
. elothlimp,a. 6d. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Workt^ induding Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and ether hitherto Uo- 
pablished MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vQ, cloth boards, 128. 

Daylight Land: The Adven- 

tures, Humorous and Otherwise, of 
Judire John Dob. Tourist; Cbpbas Pbp- 
PBRBLL, Capitalist: Colonel Goffb, 
and others. In their Excursion over 
Prairie ana Mountain. By W. H. 
Murray. With 140 lUusts. in colours. 
Small 4to, cloth extra, 128. 6d. 

De Maistre.— A Journey Round 

My Room^ ' ByXAViBk ds Maistrb. 
Translated by Henry Attwbll. Post 
6vo, doth limp, 28. 6d. 

De Mllle.— A Castle In Spain: 

A Novel. ^ jAifBS Db Mills, With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88, 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 



Depwent (Leith), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, eloth extra, 88. 6d. each; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Oup Lady of Teape. j Oh*oe'e Lovera, 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Sketches by Box. | Nicholas NIckleby 
Plokwiok Papere. 1 Oliver Twist. 

The Speeohee of Charles Dlckensi 
x84t-i870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited ana 
Prefaced by Rjcharo Hernb Sh«:p- 
BBRD. Cr. ovo, cloth extra, 68. — Also 
a Smallbr Edition, in the May/air 
Library, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

About England with Dickens. . By 
Alfred RiMMER. With 57 Illusira- 
tions by C. A. VandbrhooF; Alfred 
RiMMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7»t fid. 

Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Mlraolee: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. B. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Readep'e Handbook of Allii- 
elone, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. B. C. Brewer, 
LL.D; With an Appendix^ contain- 
ing a Complete English Bibliography. 
Eleventh Thousand. Cro¥m 8vo, 
1,400 pages, cloth extra, 78. $d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Datee; Being the Appendices to 
*'The ReadePs Handbook." sepa- 
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr. 
Brbwer. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being 
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays, 
Playwrights,Playefis, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America, 
from the Earliest to the Present 
Times. By W. Davenport Adams. 
A thick volume, crown 8v^ lu^U- 
bound, 128. 6d. [In preparattOH, 

Familiar Short Strings of Great 
Men. With Histoncal and ExpUma- 
tory Notes. By Samuel A. Bent, 
M.A. PifUi Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,78;(kl. 

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and AnecdotaL Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 6d. 

Women of the Day: A Biographies 
Dictionary. ByFRANCBS Hays. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra) 68. 

Words, Facts, and Phrasee: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Elisxbx 
Edwards. Crown 8to, cloth extra. 
78. 6d. ^ 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Diderot.— The Paradox of Aot- 

Ing. Tnoslated, with Annotations, 
froin Diderot's ^*Le Paradoze sor le 
ComMien, " by Waltbr Hkrriss 
Pollock. With a Preface by Hbnrt 
Irving. Cr. 8vo, in parchment, 4t. 6d. 

Dobeon (W. T.), Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Fot Ilea, 

and Frolics. 
Poetical Ingenuities and Eooentrl- 

oltlea. 

Donovan (Dick), Detective 

Stories by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
The Man-hunter: Stories from the 

Note-boolc of a Detective. 
Caught at Last! 

Drama, A Dictionary of ttie. 

Being a comptrehensive Guide to the 
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play- 
hooses of the United Kingdom and 
America, from the Earliest to the Pre- 
sent Times. By W. Davbnport 
Adams. (Uniform with Brbwbr's 
** Reader's Handbook.") Crown 8vo, 
half-boond, 128. 6d. [In Reparation. 

Dramatists, Ttie Old. Cr. 8vo, 

cl. ex., Vignette Portraits, 68. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Worka. With Notes 

Critical and Ezi>lanatorv, and a Bio- 

Saphical Memofr by wm. GiffOrdl 
dit by Col. CuNNiNGBAM. 3 Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Complete in 
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the 
Plays complete, including doubtful 
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 
Translations, with IntroductoryEssay 
by A. C. Swinburne; VoI.III.,Trans- 
lations ol the Iliad and Odyssey. 

ftfarlowe's Works. Including his 
Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introduction, by Col. Cunning- 
HAM. One Vol. 

Masslnger's Plays. From the Text of 
William Givford. Edited by Col. 
Cunningham. One Vol. 

Dyer. — The Folk -Lore of 

Plants. By Rev. T. F. Thisblton 
Dybr, M.A. Crown 8vo^ cloth extra, 

Edgcumbe. — Zephyrus : A 
Holiday In Brazil and on the River 
Plato. Bv B. R. Pbarcs Edgcumbx. 
With 41 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl, extra, ftl. 

Eggleston.— Roxy: A Novel By 
Bdward Bgolbston. Post 8to, Qlott. 



Early English Poets. Edited. 

with Introductions and Annotations, 
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth boards, 6s. pier Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete 
Poems. One Vol. 

Davlea' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 

Herrlck'a (Robert) Complete Col- 
lected Poems. Three Vols. 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 
Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Edwarde8(Mr8. A.), Novels by: 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, illus* 

trated boards, 28. 
Archie Lovell. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 

8S. 6d. ; post Svo. illust. bds., 28. 

Emanuel.— On Diamonds and 

Precious Stones: their History, Valae, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, doth extra, gilt, 68. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 

Works by: 

The Life and TImea of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8va^ 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Storlea fh>m the State Papers. 
With an Autotjrpe Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House ; with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, ftc. 
By C. J. Richardson. Fourth Edition, 
with Coloiu'ed Frontispiece and nearlv 
6oo Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Eyes, Our: How to Preserve 

Them from Infancy to Old Aee. Bv 
John Browning,P.k.A.S.,A:c Seventh 
Edition (Twelfth Thousand). With 
70 Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 1». 

Familiar Short Sayings of 

Great Men. By Samubl Arthur 
Bbnt, A.M. Fifth Edidon, Revised 
and Enlarged. Cr. 8vOi cl. ex., 78. 6d. 

Farrer (James Anson), Worka 

by: 
Military Manners and Cuatoma. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 
War: Three Essays^ Reprinted firom 

"Militaxv Manners," Crowa 8tQ| 

If.; cloth, If. 60. 
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Far>aday (Michael), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of ft Candle: 

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience at the Royal Institntion. 

Edited by William Crookbs, F.C.S. 

With numerous Illustrations. 
On the Various Forces of Nftture, 

and their Relations to each other : 

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 

Audience at the Royal lustitution. 

Edited by William Crookes, F.CXS. 

With numerous Illustrations. 

Fln-Bec — The Cupboard 

Papers : Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bbc. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art 

of lyAaking; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. A New Edition, Re- 
vised throughout and greatly Enlarged. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

A Day's Tour: A Journey through 
France and Belgium. With Sketches 
in facsimile of the Original Draw- 
ings. Crown 4to picture cover, l8. 

Fatal Zero : A Homburg Diary. Cr. 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street 
Polly. I The Lady of Brantome. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Cr. 8vo, cloth bds., 68. 

Fonblanque — Filthy Lucre: A 
Novel. Bv Albany de Fonblanqub. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Frederic. -— Seth's Brother's 

» wife : A Novel. Bv Harold Frederic 
- Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. 

French Literature, History of. 

Bv Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
I Vols., demy Qvo, cl. bds., 78. 64- ^s^ch. 



Franolllon (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. fid. each; 

post 8vo, illust. boards, 28. each. 
One by One. j A Real Queea 
Queen Co phetua. | 

Olympla. Post 8vo, illust boards, 3a, 
Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, 18. 
King or Knave: A Novel. Cheaper 

Edition. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Sd. 
Romances of the Law. Frontispiece 

by D. H. Friston. Cr.8vo, cl. ex., 6i. 



Frenzeny.— Fifty Years on the 

Trail : The Adventures of John V. 
Nelson, Scout, Guide.and Interpreter, 
in the Wild West. By Harrington 
O'Reilly. With over 100 Illustrations 
by Paul Frenzeny. Crown 8vo,pictare 
cover, S8. 6d. ; cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or. 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Pre&ce 
by Sir H. Bartle Frerb, G.C.S.I., &€• 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. 

■ — 

Friswell.— Oneof Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswell. Post 8vo, illns* 
trated boards, 2s. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrltlec 
The Lives of the Conjurers. 
Old Showmen and Old London Fairs. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide 

to the London Charities, 1888-9. 
Showing their Name, Date of Founda- 
tion, Objects, Income, Officials, Ac. 
Edited by John Lane. Published An- 
nually. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. Sd. 

Gardening Books: 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp, Is. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower,Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By Georob Glbnny. 

Our Kitchen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tou Jbrrold. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tou and Janb 
Jsrrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. By F.G. Heath. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 5s. ; gilt edges, 68. 



Garrett — The Capel Girls: A 

Novel, By Edward Garrett. Cr.8vo, 
el. ex,, 39. 6d. ; p9§t 8vo, illqst, bdg„ ft, 
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Robin Qray. 
What will tho 

World SayP 
Queen of the 

Meadow. 
The Flower of the 

Foi*eet. 



The Braes of Yap- 
row. 

A Heart's Prob- 
lem. 

The GoldenShafL 

Of High Degree. 

Loving ft Dream. 



Gentleman's Magazine. (The) ( 

for 1889.^1«. Monibljr.-^ln addition 
tQ the Artieles open sabjects in Utera- 
tore^ S^acSi and Art, for wbtob this 
Magazine bat so high a reputation, 
"Table Talk" by Syltamus Ubvam 
appears montiiljr. 
\* Bound Volumes fof ttcentyean ar§ 

kept in stock, cloth extra^ price 8s. 6d. 

each ; Caset for bindwg, St. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The). 

Published Annually In November. In 
picture cover. Demy 8vo, Is. The 
Annual for 1889 is written by T. W. 
Speight, Author of "The Mysteries of 
Heron. Dyke," and is entitled " Thers- 
by Hangs a Tale." 

German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
Georgb Cruikshank. Square 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7g> 6d. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 



In Honour Bound. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Dead Heart. 
For Lack of Gold. 
For the King, i In Pastures Green. 
In Love and War. 
By Mead and Stream. 
A Hard Knot. | Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. IPreparing, 

Gilbert (Wliliam), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Ouke, Costermonger. 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 28. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains— The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Trial by Jurv. 

The Sbcond Series contains— Bro> 
ken Hearts— Engaged— Sweethearts— 
Gretchen— Dani Drute— Tom Cobb— 
n.M.S. Pinafore — ^The Sorcerer— The 
Pirfttesof Pentance. 



Gilbbrt (W. S.), eontmued-^ 
Eight OrlglnaJ Comio Operas. Wril' 
ten by w. S. Gilbert. Containing: 
The Sorcerer— H.M.S. "Pinafore^' 
—The Pirates of Penzance— lolanthe 
— Patience — Princess Ida — The 
Mikado— Trial by Jury. Demy 8vOt 
cloth limp, 2b. 6a. 

Glenny.— A Year's Work In 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the FIowot, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Georgh 
Glknnt. Post 8vo^ l»4 cloth. Is. 6d. 

Godwin. — Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. By WuxiAM Godwin. 
Post 8vo, limp, 28. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnits size), cloth 
limp, 28. per Volume. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 
Echo Club. 

Bennett's <0r. W. C.) Ballad History 
of England. 

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs tor Sailors. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. Introdnction by Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Break 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oo- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale ior a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Oluer. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
6OMRRIB Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
ductionand Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D, 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In* 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Bkuvb. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The : An Encyclofjbdia op Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited bv 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gift and gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Gowlng. — Five Thousand 

Miles in a Sledge: A Mid-wipter 

tourney Across Siberia| By Lionsi> 
\ GowiHO. With a Map bv E. Wel- 
ler . and 30 Illustrations by C, T . Wrsn« 
l^r^e cr. 8vo, cloth ez^ra, 89, VSh^rU^. 
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Qpaharn* ->* The Professor's 

9 wife : A Story. By Lbonarp Graham. 
Fcap. 8to, picture cover, Is. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu- 
ments. Bv Ernst Guhl and W. 
KoNER. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
F. HuEPFBR. 54S Illusts. New and 
Cheaper Edition, large crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

^■^—ii^— .^ ■■■■■■ 1 1— Mpw ■ MMiMii.^aa ■ ■■■■ ■ 

Greenaway (Kate) and Bret 

Hart e.— The Queen of the Pirate 
Isle. By Bret Harts. With as 
original Drawings by Kate Green- 
away, Reproduced in Colours by B. 
Evans. Sm. 4to, bds., 5s. 

Greenwood (Jame8),Work8 by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Wilde of London. 
Low- Life Deepe: An Account ot the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 

Grevflle (Henry), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, Gs. each. 

Nikanop: A Russian Novel. Trans- 
lated by Eliza E. Chase. 

A Noble Woman. Translated by A. 
Vandam. [Shortly* 

Habberton (John), Author of 

" Helen's Babies," Novels by: 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each ; 

cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Bpueton'8 Bayou. 
Country Luck. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
PiNcus. Crown Svo, Is.; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poeme by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
New Symbele. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Eoetaay. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, 88. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C Has.!.. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Magliss, Gxlbsrt, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium Sro, 
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Halliday.— Every-day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards. 2s. I 



Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over zoo Facsimiles and Ex- 
planatory Text. By Don Felix db 
Salamanca. Post Svo, cl. limp, 2s.6(L 

Hanky- Pan ky : A Collection of 

Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White I^agic, Sleight of Hand, &c. 
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200 
Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth extra.4s. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady DufTus). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrlfloe : A Stery. By Ladj 
DuFFus Hardy. Post Svo. illust. bs„28 

Hardy (Thomas).— Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd." With numerous Illustrations. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Harwood — The Tenth Earl. 

By J. Berwick Harwood. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

Square Svo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

The Art of Beauty. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and numerous Illusts. 

The Art of Decoration. With nu- 
merous Illustrations. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
ana nu merous Woodcuts . 

The Art of Dress. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustrated 
cover. Is.; cloth limp, Is. 6d. 

Chaueer for Schools. Demy Bvoj 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 



Hawels (Rev. H. R.) ^American 

Humorists: Washinqton Irvino, 
Oliver Wendell Holmes, James 
Russell Lowell, Artemus Ward, 
Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. By 
Rev. H. R. Haweis. M.A. Cr. 8ve. 68 . 

Hawley 

Love 

Hawley Smart. 

Svo. 



Smart. — Without 

or Licence: A Novel. By 

Three Vols., crown 

jShortly, 



Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3b. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 



Qarth. 

El I Ice Quentln. 

Fortune's Fool. 



Sebastian Stroma. 

Dust. 

Beatrbc Randolph. 
David Poln dexter'e Dis appearance^ 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
tWIssCado gna. j Love— o r a Name. 

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 

Fcap. Svo, illustrated cover, Is. 
The Spectre of the Camera. Crowq 

Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
A Dream and a Forgetting. Post 

Svo, cloth, Is. 6d. 
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Hays Women of the Day : A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contenoporaries. By Francks Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Heath (F. Q.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Fbamcis Gborob Hbath, Author of 
•• The Fern World,*» &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 5s. ; cl. gilt, fplt edges, 6s. 

Helps (8ir Arthur), Works l)y : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Animals and thelp Mastara. 
Social Pressure. 

Ivan do Biron: A NoveL Crown Sro, 
cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post 8vo, illos- 
trated boards, 28. 

Henderson.-o Agatha Page: A 

Novel. By Isaac Henderson, Author 
of *' The Prelate." Cheaper EdiUon. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. fid. 

Herman. — One Traveller Re- 
turns: A Romance. By Henry Her- 
man and D. Christie Murray. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro- 
duction and Notes bv the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 188. 

Hesse - Wartegg (Chevalier 

Ernst von), Works by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Ss. 6d. 

Ths New South-West: Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arisona, and Northern Mexico. 
With xoo fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
14b. [/n preparation, 

HIndiey (Charles), Works by: 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns. Cofifee Houses, Qubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. Gd. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
JacK. By One ot the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlby. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Hoey. — The Lover's Creed. 
By Mrs. Cashbl Hoby. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 



Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by: 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d. — Another Edition in smaller 
tvpe, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. 

The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voloe Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manuai tor the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 18. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom). — From Nowhere 

to the North Pole: A Noah's Arkae- 
ological Narrative. By Tom Hood. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brunton 
and E. C. Barnes. Square crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 68. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu. 

morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns and 
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, gilt, 7i . S d. 

Hooper. — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 a. _ 

Horse (The) and his Rider : An 

Anecdotic Medley. By *' Thormanby." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Hopkins—" 'Twixt Love and 

Duty:" A Novel. By Tighe Hopkins. 
Post 8vo^ illustrated boards, 28 . 

Home. -Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hen- 
gist HokNB. With Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mer^. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7». 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

Thorn Icroft's Model. 

The Leaden Ceisket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That other Persor^ 
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Hunt — Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Olubr. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2m. 

Hydrophobia: an Account of M. 
Pastbur's System. Containing a 
Translation of all his Communications 
on the Subject, the Technique of his 
Method, and the latest Statistical 
Results. By Rbnaud Suzor, M.B., 
CM. Edin., and M.D. Paris, Commis- 
sioned by the Government of the 
Colony of Mauritius to study M. 
Pasteur's new Treatment in Paris. 
Wi th 7 Ulnsts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Indoor Paupers. By One op 

Them. Crown 8vo, I5. ; cloth, Ig. 6d. 

Ingelow Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jban Ingelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Irish Wrt and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Per- 
cevalGraves. Post 8vo,cl.limp. 2B.6d . 

James. — A Romance of the 

Qu«en'8 Hounds. By Charles James. 
Pos t 8vo, picture c over, Is. ; cL, l8. 6d. 

Janvier.— Pract[cai Keramics 

foi* students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6b. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each* 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connau ght. 

JefTerles (Richard), Works by: 

Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
ci. ex., 6b. ; post 8vo, cI. limp, 2s. 6d. 

The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

The Open Air. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68 . ; post 8 vo, cl. limp. 28. 6d. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferles. 
B» Walter Besant. Second Ed. 
Pnoto. Portrait. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Vographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

Post 8vo, 18. each ; cloth. Is. 6d. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 

about Flowers. Illustrated. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
J ESSE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 



Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and 
Edited by Hbnry S. Lbioh. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

"John Herring," Novels by 
the Author of: 
Red Spider. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards* 28. 
Ev e. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Jones (Wm., F.8.A.), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

Finger Ring Lore: Historical, Le* 
gendarv, and Anecdotal. With over 
Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans,>^ord and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Egg^s, Luck, &c 
With an Etched Frontispiece. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
trie s. One Hundred Illustrations. 

Jonsdn's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir bv William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 188. ; or separately, 6b. each, 

Josephus,TheCompleteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews •'^and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 148. 

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robrrt 
Kbm pt. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 28. 6d. 

Kershaw. — Colonial Facts and 

Fictions: Humorous Sketches. By 
Mark Kershaw. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards. 28. ; cloth, 28. 6d. 

Keyser.— Cut by the Mess: A 

Novel. By Arthur Kbtsbr. Cr. 8vo, 
picture cover, 18. ; cl., l8. 6d. {Shortly, 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 88. 6d. each* 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wea ring of the G peen." 

Three Vols. Crown 
jShortly. 



Passion's Slave. 
8vo. 



KIngsley (Henry), Novels by: 

Oakshott Castle. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2b. 
Number Seventeen. Crown 8vo, cloth 
_ extra, 38. 6d^ 

Knight.— The Patient's Vade 

Mecum : How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S.,aad Eow. Knight, 
L.R.C.P. Cr. 8vo, \M. ', cloth, li. 6(L 
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Knights (The) of the Lion : A 

Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by the 
Marqoess of LoRNB, K.T. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Lamb (Charles): 

Lftmb'a Complete Wortce, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 
ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the '* Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr.Svo.cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

The Eseays of Ella. Both Series 
complete. Post 8vo, laid paper, 
handsomely half-bound, 28. 

Poetry foi* Children, and Prlnc« 
Doru8. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
folly reprinted from unique copies. 
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters by Charles Lamb. Selected 
from kis Letters by Percy Pitx- 
QERALD. Post Bvo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lane's Arabian Nights.— The 

Thousand and One Nights: com- 
monly called, in England. "The 
Arabia^ Nights* Emtbrtain- 
ifENTS.*' A New Translation from 
the Arabic with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by B&any hundred Engravings on 
wood, irom Original Designs by 
Wm. Hartey. ANew Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Pools. With a Preface by 
Stanley Lanb-Poolb. Three Vols., 
demy 8yo, cloth extr a , 78. 6A. ea ch. 

Larwood (Jacol)), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parks. 
With lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 88. 6d. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Forensic Anecdotes. 
Theatrical Anecdotes . 

Leigh (Henry S.), Works by: 

Carols of Cockayne. A New Edition, 
printed on fcap. 8vo, hand-made 
paper, and bound in buckram, 5s. 

Jsux d'Esprlt. Collected and Edited 
by Henry S. Lbioh. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Leys.— rThe Lindsays: A Ro- 
mance of Scottish Life. By John K. 
Lky^S. Cheaper Edition. Post 8t0| 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Life in London ; or, The History 

of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 



LfnskllL— In Exchange for a 

Soul. By Mary Linskill, Author of 
"The Haven Under the Hill,'* &c. 
Cheaper Edit. Post8vo,illust.bds.,28. 

Linton (£. Lynn), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Witch stories. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson 
Ou rsel ves ; Essays on Wo men. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extrft, 3b. 6d. each; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Patrleia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Weil Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
"My Love I" | lone. 
PastonC arew, Milliona ire & Mlser« 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
With a Sllksn Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine lUustra* 
tions on Steel and Wood, Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in Health 
and Disease. By N. £. Davies, 
L.R. C.P. Cr. 8vo, 2s. ; cl. limp,28.6d. 

Lucy. — Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cl. ex., 38. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28 . 

Luslad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into Ensiish Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrbnch Duff. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen fulNpage 
Plates, cloth boards, 18b 

Macalpine (Averyl, Novels by : 

Teresa Itasca, ana other Stories. 

Crown Bvo, bound in canvas, 28. 6d. 
Broken Wings. With IllWs.by W. J. 

Henne' ssy. Cr. 8vQ, clot h extra, 6s. 

McCarthy^fJustiiTirrM.P.), 

Works by: 
An Outline of the History of Ireland, 

from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
sent Day. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Ireland since the Union : Sketches 

of Irish History from 1.798 to z886. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
England under Gladstone, 1880-85. 

Second Edition, revised. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Hafiz in London: Poems. Choicely 

printed. Small 8vo, gold cloth, Ss. 6cL 
Harlequinade: Poems. Small 4(0, 

Japanese vellum, 88. 
Our Sansatlon Novel. Edited by 

Justin H. McCarthy. Crown 8voi 

18. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 
Dolly : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, ptetnrs 

cover, IB. ; dothi li. 6A« 
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MoCanthy (Justin, M.P.),Wopk8 

LHy Lass: A Romance. Crown Svo, 
picture cover, 18.; cl.,l8. Sd. [Shortly. 

A Hl8topy of Oui» Own Times, trom 
tbe Accession oi Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of z8Bo. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 
eaoh.—AIso a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols. cr. Svo, cl. extra, 88. each. 
»Ancl a JuBiLSB Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end ot 
1886, complete in Two Vols., square 
Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. [Vol. II. nearly ready. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
The Waterdale Nslghbourt. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid- of Athens. 
Camlola: A Girl with a Por tnna. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

LInley Rochford. 

My Enem y's Daughter. 

"The Right Honourable!" A Ro- 
mance of Society and Polities. By 
Justin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs, 
Campbbll-Praeo. New and Cheaper 
Edition, crown Svo, cloth extra, 65. 

M ao Co 1 1 Mr. Stranger's 

Sealed Packet : A Story of Adven- 

tuce* By Hugh MacCoxx* Crown 

. Svo, cloth extra, 58. __^ 

MacDonald.— Works of Fancy 

and Imagination. By Gborgs Mac- 
DONALD, LL.D. Ten Volumes, in 
handsome doth ease, 2l8.— Vol. x. 
Within and Without. Thb Hiddbm 
LiPB.— VoL 8. Thb Disciplb. Thb 
GospBL Women. A Book op Sonnbts, 
Organ Songs.— Vol. 3. Violin Songs. 
3oN08 op thb Days and Nights. 
A Book op D rbaus. Roadsidb Pobms. 
PoBMs POR Children. Vol. 4. Para- 
bles. Ballads. Scotch Songs.— 
Vols. 5 and 6. Phantastbs: A Baerie 
Romance.— Vol. 7» Thb Portbht.— 
Vol. S. The Light Princess. Thb 
Giant's Heart. Shadows.— Vol. 9. 
Cross Purposes. The Golden Key. 
The Carasoyn. Little Daylight.— 
Vol. 10. Thb Crub^ Painter. Thb 
Wowo' RiwEN. The Castle. The 
Broken Swords. Thb Gray Wolp. 
Uncle Cornelius. 

The Volumes are also sold separately 
<N Grolier-pattern cloth, 28. 6d. each. 



Macdonell.— 4duaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 
Svo, illustrated beards, 28. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Games. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 0d. 

Mackay.— Interludes and Un- 
dertones: or. Music at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown Svo 
cloth extra, 68. 

Macllse PortraIt.Gallery(The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters; 
with Msmoirs— Btoeraphical, Critipfd, 
Bibliographical, ana Anecdotal — illus- 
trative ot the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 8g Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crowa 
Svo , cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

Square Svo, cloth extra, 78. Od. each* 

rn the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illas* 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Pictures and Legends fhom Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With nttmer- 
ous Ulusts. by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Through Normandy. With 90 Illus- 
trations byT. R. NIacquoid. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid* 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each* 
The Evil Eye, and other Stories. 
Lost Ross. 

Magician's Own Book (The): 

Performances with Cups ana Balls. 
Eggs Hats. Handkerchiefs, Ac. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremb*. With 200 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 48. 6A. 

- ' 

Magio Lantern (The), and its 

Manamment: including fall Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Lhneligtit, making Oxygen Gas, and 
pareparmg Lantern Slides. By T, C. 
Hepworth. With 10 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, l8. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Magna ChaK.^# An exact Fac« 

simile of the Origiiial in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate papw, 
3 feet by s feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and ColoosB. OS. 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works by : 

The New Republic: or,Cultare, Faith 
and Philosophy in an Enelish Conntry 
House. Post BTO, cloth limp. 28. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards. 28. 

The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Poema. Small 4to, in parchment, 88. 

la Life worth Living P Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6a. 

Mallepy'8 (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgoubrib Ranking. 
Post 8to, cloth limp, 2s. 

Man • Hunter (The) : Stories 
from the Note-book of a Detective. By 
Dick Donovan. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 28. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Mark Twain, Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 

Revised and Corrected throughout by 

the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 

numerous Illustration<«. 
Roughing It, and The Innocente at 

Home. With 200 Illustrations by F. 

A. Eraser. 
The Glided Age. By Mark Twain 

and CHARLfcs Dudley Warnbr. 

With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin. 
Mark Twaln'a Library of Humour. 

With numerous Illustrations. 
A Yankee at the Court of King ^ 

Arthur. With 250 Illustrations by 

Dan Bbard. IDec. 6. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, (illustrated), 
7s. 6d. each ; post 8vo (without Illus- 
trations), illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Innocente Abroad ; or. The New 

Pilgrim's Progress : ** Mark Twain's 

Plbasurb Trip." 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

With III Illustratiens. 
The Prince and the Pauper. With 

nearly 900 Illustrations. 
A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts. 
LWb on the Mississippi. With 300 

Illustrations. 
The Adventures of Huokleberry 

Finn. With 174 Illustrations by 

£. W. Kbublb. 

The Stolen White Elephant, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68.; post 
8vo, illostrated boards, 28. 

Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cun- 
minqham. Crown m, cloth extra, $8. 



Marryat (Fiorenoe). Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth. Ss. 6d.; post Ivo^ 
picture boards, u. 

Open! Sesame! 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, fi. eseh. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats.. 
Fighting the Air. 
Written In Fire. 

MaBslnger's Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifford. Edited 
bv Col. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6b. 

Masterman. — Half a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. By T. Master- 
man. Post 8ve, illustrated Doards, 2i. 

Matthews.— A Secret of the 

Sea, &o. By Brandbr Matthews. 
Post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. ; cloth, 28. 6d. 

Mayfair Library, The: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Volume. 

A Journey Round My Roon|. By 
Xavier ds Maistrs. Translated 
by Henry Attwell. 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from z8oo to 1870. Edited, with aa 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Melancholy Anatomleed : A Popular 
Abridgment of "Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies^ 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and EccentHol- 
tles. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin*Bbc. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Cha r Ity — The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury, 

Original Plays by W. S Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing T Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Danl Druce — ^Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
— ^The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humoup. 
Collected and Edited by A. Pbrcbtai. 
Graves. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sh: A. Helps. 

Curiosities of Critlolsm. By Hsmrt 
J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat oft he Breakfaet-Tabla. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gorpon TaoMsoH. 
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If ATFAIK Library, continued^ 

Post Svo. cloth limp, 28. 6d. per Volume. 

Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt. 

Little Eeeaye : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By UHAS. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. ' 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Hamoar and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. [Lbioh, 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 

True History of Joshua Davidson. 
By E. Lynn Linton. 

Witch Stories. By £. Lynh Linton. 

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 
£. Lynn Linton. [Macgreqor. 

Pastimes and Players. By Robert 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 
W. H. Mallock. 

New Republic. By W. H. Mallock. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. Cholmondb- 

LSY- Pen NELL. 

Pegasus Re-Saddied. Bv H. Chol* 

mondeley-Pennbll. Illustrated by 

George Du Maurier. 
Muses of Mayfair Edited by H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 

H. A. Page. 
Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 
More Punlana. By Hon. H. Rowley. 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 

Don Felix de Salamanca. 
By Stream and Sea By William 

Senior. 
Leaves fhom a Naturalist's Noto- 

Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson, 

Mayhew. — London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. Withnnme- 
rootf lUusto. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, to. 6d. 

Medicine, Family. — One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies, 
L. R. C.P. Lond. Cr. Svo, Is. ; cl., Is. 6d. 

Mehlcen.— Infelicia: Poems by 
Adah Isaacs Menken. A New Edi- 
tion, with a Bio^prapbical Preface, nu- 
merous Illustrations by P. E. Lummis 
and F. O. C. Darley, and Facsimile 
of a Letter from Charles Dickens. 
Beautifully printed on small 4to ivory 
paper, with red border to each page, 
and handsom ely b ound. Price 78. fid* 

Mexican Mustang (On a), 

through Texas, from the Gulf to the Rio 
^ Grande. A New Book of American Hu- 
mour. By A. E. Sweet and J. Armoy. 
Knox, Editors of "Texas Sittings.'* 
_ With 265 lUnsts. Cr. Svo, c l.extra, 78.6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), ISfovels by: 

Post Svo, illustrated boards. 2i. each. 
Touch and Qo. j Mp.Ooriillon. I 



Miller. — Physiology for* the 

Young : or, The House of Life : Ha* 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs.l'.FsNwicx 
Miller. Small Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d« 

Milton (J. L.), Worlds by: ( 

Sm. Svo, Is. each ; cloth ex.. Is. 6d. each. 

The Hygiene of the Skin. Rules for 

the Management of the Skin; with 

Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, &c. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation 

to Diseases of the Skin. 

MInto.— Was She Good or Bad? 

A Romance. By William Minto. 

C r. Svo, picture cover. Is.; cloth, Is. 6d , 

Molesworth (Mrs.), Novels by: 
Hathercourt Rectory. Post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 28. 
That Girl In Black. Crown Svo, 
picture cover. Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Moncrietr. — The Abdication; 

or. Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncriefp. 
With Seven Etchings by John Pbttib« 
R.A., W. Q. Orcharpson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirtbr, A.R.A.,Colin Hunter, 
A.R.A., R. Macbeth, A.R.A., and Tom 
Graham, R.S.A. Large 4t6, bound ia 
buckram, 2lB. 

Moore (Thomas). — Prose and 

Verse, Humorous, Satirical,and Senti- 
mental, by Thomas Moore ; with Sup- 
Eressed Passages from the Memoirs of 
.end Byron- Edited, with Notes and 
Introduction, by R.Hernb Shepherd, 
With Portrait. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Muddock Stories Weird and 

Wonderful. By J. E. Muddock. Author 
of " A Wingless Angel," &c. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 28. ; cloth, 28. 6d. 

Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, »8. 6d. each ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2b. each. 
A Life's Atonement. I A Model Father. 
•Joseph's Coat. | Coals of Fire. 
By the Qate of the Sea. | Hearts. 
Val Strange. | Cynio Fortune. 
A Bit of Human Nature 
First Person Singular. 
The Way of the World. 

Old Blazer's Hero. With Three Illus- 
trations by A. McCoRMicK. Crown 
Svo, cloth ex., 68.— Cheaper Edition, 
post Svo, illust. boards, 28. 

One Traveller Returns. By D. 
Christie Murray and Henry Her- 
MAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Paul Jones's Alias, &c. By D. 
Christie Murray and Henry her* 
MAN. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 08. 

IPreparing^ 
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Novelists.— Half-Hours with 
the Best Novelists of the Century : 
ChoiceReadings from he finest Novels. 
Edited, with Critical and Biographical 
Notes, by H. T. Mackenzib Bell. 
Urown 8vo, cL ex., 38. 6d. [Preparing, 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Davies,L.R.C.P. Cr.8vo, 18. ; cl., Is.Sd. 

O'Connor. — LordBeaconsfleld: 

A Biography. By T. P.O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

■ ■■■■■-Ill* H^^— ^i^^»|. LIP ■ I I I ■■■! ■ ■ ^.^^^^i— ^— ^i^^^ 

O'Hanlon (Alice), Novels by: 

Post Svo, illastrated beards, 28. each. 
The Unforeseen. 
Chance P or Fate? iPreparing, 

Ohnet (Georges), Novels by: 
Doctor Raroeau. Translated by Mrs. 
Cashsl Hoky. With 9 Illustrations 
by E. Bayard. Crown 8yo, cloth 
extra, 68. 
A Last Love. Translated by Mrs. 
Cashbl Hoey. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 68. iShortly. 

OHphant (Mrs.) Novels by: 

Whiteladiee. With Illustrations by 
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woods. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6dL; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each« 

The Primrose Path. 

The Greatest Heiress In England. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

O'Shaughnessy (A.), Poems by: 
Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 

extra, 78. 6d. 
Mtralo and Moonlight. Fcap. Svo, 

cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
Lays of France. Cr.Svo, cl. ex.,108. 6d. 

Ouida, Novels by. Crown Svo, 

cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. each. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strath more. 
Chandos 
Under Two Flags. 
Cecil Castle- 

malne*s Gage. 
Idaiia. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle FaMne. 
TwoLlttleWooden 

Shoee. 

Dog of Flanders. 



, Pasoarel. "* 
SIgna. I Ariadne. 
In a Winter City. 
Friendship. 
Moths. I Bimbl. 
Plplstrelio. 
In Maremma 
A village Com- 
mune. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes. [Ine. 
Princess Naprax- 
Othmar. 



OviDA— continued. 

Guiideroy. Crewn 8vo« cloth extra, 
38. 6d. 



Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of OuioA by F. 
Sydney Morris. Sm.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,68. 
Cheaper Edition, illust. bds., 28. 

Page (H. A.), Works by : 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With Portrait. Post8vo,cl.limp,28.6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Animal Anecdotee. Arranged on a 
New Principle. Cr. 8vo , cl. extra, 68. 

Parliamentary Elections and 

Electioneering in the Old Days (A 
History of). Showing the State of 
Political Parties and Party Warfare at 
the Hustings and in the House of 
Commons £rom the Stuarts to Queen 
Victoria. Illustrated from the original 
Political Squibs, Lampoons, Pictorial 
Satires, and Popular Caricatures of 
the Time. By Joseph Grbgo, Author 
of "Rowlandson and his W©rks," 
"The Life of GiUray," &c. A New 
Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 
Coloured Frontispiece and 100 Illus* 
trations, 78. 6 d. iPreparing, 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Traaslation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crib, 
D.D. Post Svo, cloth limp, 28. 

Patient's (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to get most Benefit from Medical 
Advice. By W. Knight, M.R.C.S., and 
E. Knight, L.RA:.P. Cr.Svo, l8.; cl. l/S. 

Paul Ferroll : why;he Killed his 

Wife. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. 

' ■ ■ ■ 

Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each| 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2b, each. 

Lost Sir Masslngberd. 

Walter's Word. 

Lees Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. ] High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape fK>m a Thorn. 

The Talk of the Town. 

From Exile. | The Canon's Ward. 

Holiday Tasks, j Qlow' worm Tales. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Kit: A Memory. \ Carlyon'e Year. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentinck's Tuter.l Murphy's Master. 
The Best of Husbands. 
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PiYN (Tamss), continuid-~ 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Fop Cash Only. 

What He Cost Hef. | Cecir^ Tryst. 
Fallen Fortune*. I Halves. 
A County Family. ) At Her Mercy. 
A Woman's /engeance. 
The ClyfTards of CiyfTe. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
The Foster Brothers.! Found Dead. 
Gwendoline's Harvest. 
Humorous Stories. 
LUce Father, Like Son, 
A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Mirk Abbey. , Not Wooed, but Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds R eward. 
CrowB 8vo7 cloIH'extra, 8s. 6d. each. 
In Peril .and Privation: Stories of 

Marine Adventure Re-told. With 17 

IllustratioBS. 
The Mystery of MIrbridge. With a 

Frontispiece by Akthur Hopkins. 

Paul.— Qantis and Simple. By 

Marqarbt AijNBS Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Hecbn Patckson. 
Or. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illastrate;d boiurds, 28. 

Pears The Present Depres- 
sion Iq Trado : Its Causes and Reme* 
dies. Being the '* Pears". Prize Essays 
(of One Hundred Gmneas). By Edwin 
GoADBY and William Watt. With 
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Leonb 
Lbvi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Demy 8vq, l8. 

Penneli (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: 

Post 8yo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus, with Illustrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 
page lUusts. by G. Du Mavribr. 

The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de 
Soci^t6, Selected &nd Edited by H. 
C. Pen nell. 

PheIps(E. Stuart), Works by: 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp, la. 6d. each. 
Beyond the Gates. By the Author 

of'The Gates Ajar." 
An Old Maid's Paradise. 
Burglars Un Paradise. 

Jack the Fisherman. With Twenty- 
two Illustrations by C. W. Reed. 
Cr. 8vQ, picture cover. Is. i cl. l8. 6d. 

PIrkis (C. L.), Novels by: 

Trooping with Crows. Fcap. Svo, 

picture cover, Is. 
Lady Laveiace. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 28. 

Plutarch's Lives of IIKistrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Hifitorical^and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Langhorne. Two Vols., 
Bvo, cloth extra, with Portraits, lOs. 6d. i 



Planch6 (J. R.), Works by: 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
a'ldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and aoo Illns- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Qd, 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by nis 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarnbss. Crowo 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Poe (Edgar Allan): ^r- 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allah Pob. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. and 
other Stories. Post 8vo, illttst.ba8.,28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 28. 

- 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell-).— "The 

Right Honourable:^' A Romance of 
Society and Politics. By Mrs. Cahp< 
bell-Praed and Justin McCarthy, 
M.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Valentina. i The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 



Qeraid. Post Bvo, illust. boards, 28. 
Princess Olga— Radna; or, The 

Great Conspiracy of 1881. By the 
Princess Olga. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. 

Proctor (Rich. A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Si<y. With 55 Illusts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Cro«rn 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 68. 

Saturn and its S.y^teni. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d. 

Mysteries of Tints and Space. With 
lUusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Universe of Supf, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Wages and Wants of Science 
Workers. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. e 

Rambosson.—Popular Astro- 

nomy. By J. Rambosson, Lacureate of 
the Institute of France. Translaited by 
C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 
Urumerous Illusts., and a beautifullj 
executed Chart of Spectra, 7s. 6d. 
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Reade (Charles), Novels by : 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, ilIastrated,SB.6d. 

each ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28. each. 

Pec Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L, 

FlLDBS, A.R.A. 
Chrietie Johnetone. Illustrated by 

William Small. 
It is Never Too Late to Mend Il- 
lustrated by G. 1. Pinwbll. 
The Coupse of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Hblbn 
Patbrson. 
The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of allTradea; and Jamee Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stkbtch. 
Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellbn Edwards. 
The Double Marriage. lUust. by Sir 
loHN Gilbert, R.A.,andC. Kebnb. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Kbbnb. 
Hard Cash. lUust. by F. W. Lawsom. 
Qrifflth Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 

FiLDEs. A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 
Foul Play. lUust. by Du Mauribr. 
Put Yourself in Hi* Place. Illus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 
A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Coopbr. 
The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A., 
C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A. 
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Katb 
Crauford. [Couldery. 

A Woman-Hater. IllnsL by Thos. 
SIngleheart and Doubieface: A 
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. Macnab. 
Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey, 
Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 
The Jilt, and other Stories. Illustrated 

by Joseph Nash. 
Read I an a. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
of Charles Reade. i 

Bible Characters : Studies of David, 
Nehemiah, Jonah, Paul, &c. Fcap. 
8vo, leatherette, l8. 



Ridden (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. 6d. eaco ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2i.each. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
The Prinoe of Wales's Garden Party* 
Weird S torlea. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 81. eacn. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Fairy Water. 
The Mystery In Palace Gardens. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Si. fid. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, Si. each. 

Women are Strange. 

The Hands of Justice. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 
The Poets' Birds. 
The Poets' Beasts. 
The Poets and Nature: Reptiles, 
Fishes, and Insects. jPrepanng , 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saimtb- 
Bbuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 88 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; or, 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned m Gold 
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 6«. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), works oy 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With 

numerous Illustrations. 
More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Runclman (James), Stories by : 

Post bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each; 

cloth limp. 28. 6d. each. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. , 



Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, References, Plots, and 
Stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fitth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. hvo. 1.400 pages, cloth extra. 78. 6d. 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 78. 6d. each. 
Our Old Country Towns. With over 

50 Illustrations. 
Rambles Round Eton and iHarrow. 

VVith 50 Illustrations. 
About England with Dickens. With 

58 Illustrations by Alfred Rimmer 

andC. A. Vanderhoof. 



Russell (W. Clark), Works by: 

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 68. each; post 

Bvo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Round the Qalley-Flre. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book f or the Hammo ck. 

On the Fo'k'sie Head. Post Bvo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. „ 

The Mystery of the "Ocean Star," 
&c. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 68. 

The Romance of Jenny Karlowe, 
and Sketches of Maritime Life. 
With a Frontispiece by F. BARNARDt 
Crown B vo. cloth extra, 6 8. 

An Ocean Tragedy: A Novel. Three 
Vols., crown ovot [Siwrtty* 
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8ala.-^a8ilght and Daylight. 

By Gborob Augustus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Semson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Edited 
by HbnrySanson. Cr.Svo, ci.ex. 3s. 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

Guy Waterman. I Lion In the Patht 

The Two Dreamers. 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 

I)ost 8v0i illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Mai^aret and Elizabeth. 

The High Mills. 

Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 

Joan Merryweather. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

Qldeop's Rock. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 38. 6d. 

Science-Gossip for 1889: An 

Illustrated Medium of Interchange 
for Students and Lovers of Nature. 
Edited by Dr. J. E.Taylor, F.L.S.,&c. 
Devoted to Geology. Botany, Phy- 
siology, Chemistry, zoology, Micros- 
copy, Telescopy, Physiography, &c. 
Pnce 4d. Monthly ; or 58. per year, 
post free. Vols. I . to XIX. may be 
had at 78. 6d. each ; and Vols. XX. to 
date, at 58. each. Cases for Binding, 
l8. 6d. each. 

Seguin (L. Q.), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 

The Country of the Passion Play, 
and the Highlands and Highlanders 
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illusts. 

Walks in Algiers and its Surround- 
ings. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. 

"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Illusts., 48. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "White 
Magic." By W.H.URBMBR. soolllusts. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades By Frank Bbllbw. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
CsxMSR. With 900 Illustrations. 



" Sbcrbt Out<^ Series— cofUinued. 
Maglcian'8 Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats. 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
MBR. 20O Illustrations. 

Senior.— By Stream and Sea. 

By W.Senior. Post 8vo,cl.limp, 28.6d. 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis- 
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of " The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, clcth extra, 68. 



Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William Smakespbarb's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
according to the true Originall Copies 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Ed. Blount. 1623.— A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process — ensurin|; the strictest 
accuracy in every detad. Small Svo, 
half-Roxburghe, 78. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Tales 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt. 63. 

Sharp.— Children of To-nnor- 

row : A Novel. By William Sharp. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Sheridan(Qeneral). — Personal 

Memoirs of General P. H. Sheridan : 
The Romantic Career of a Great 
Soldier, told in his Own Words. With 
22 Portraits and other Illustrations, 27 
Maps and numerous Facsimiles of 
Famous Letters. Two Vols, of 500 
pages each, demy 8vo» cloth extra, 24s. 

Sheridan: — 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poeti^, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 78. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 

f'aphical Sketch of Sheridan, by 
RANDER Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page lUustS; 
Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 128. 6d« 
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ShersH— Rogues: A Novel of 
Inqidenl. Bj R. H, 5HK11HC. Ciown 
Sto, pictoie covu, It,; clolli, ll. Gd, 



Sidney's (Sip Philip) Complete 

PoMICKl Work*, includini; all tboie in 
"Arcadku' Wilb Potlntli, Memorid. 



Lirkable Chart _, 

lAolB Laivooo and John Cakdii 
HoTTEH. Crown Svo, clolli ottn 
with igo Hl^ a lraliona, It. M- 

STma (Seorge R.), Works by : 

Post Sto, illujiiBied boards, a. eacli 1 
cloih limp, la. Sd. aach. 



Dagpnst f 
lingRtBdin] 



Sketahley.— A Match In th« 

Oark. ByAKTKuaSiiTCHuT. FdM 
Bto, ilhmraled boarda. t*. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety. 

moloeical, Hiat«ical, tod AcKdolal. 
Crown Bro, clolh aura, pit, 6 «. ad. 

8mart.~Wlthout Love or 

LlDsnoe: A Naval, B; Hawlii 
SiitBT. Threa Vols., er.avo. [Shortly, 

Smith (J. Moyp), Works by : 

ThaPflnMofAriolli; AStoryofthB 
Old Greek Pain Time. Small Bvo, 
cloth eiRB. wild lad lllnita.. 3s. 81. 

Taletof OldThula. Willi Dumecooi 
lllnslraliDiia. Cr.Svo, clolb ^lt.6a. 



Society In 

Fdrekh Resii 
iJoito,l» .6d. 



Society out of Town. By A 



Society In Paris: The Upper 
TenTbousaad. ByConnlP.ULVijiLi. 
Trass, by Ripiusl, Lidos dk Bei.u- 



Somerset.— Songs of Adie 



. Ctown Bvo, cloth 



boards, ^. 
By Devloua Way*; «id 
Villa. PotI Svo, i^ust. b 



Sp&ldlng.-ElliabethanDemon- 

oloey : An Easav in lllns«allon ot Ifaa 
Belief in the Eiistencs of Devils, and 
the Potters possessed by Them. BjT. 



Spenser for Children. '.^y M. 

H. TowRV. With IllDitraTfoni bj 
Walief J. Moiio«n. Clown, to, wilb 
Coloured lllustralimi, cloth gill, 6l. 
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Stageland : Curious Habits and 
Custems of its Inhabitants. By Jeromb 
K. Jbromb. With 64 IllnBtrationa hj 
K Bernard Partridob. Second Edi- 
tion. Fcap.4to,illastrated cover,3s.6d. 

Starry Heavens, The: A Poeti- 
cal Birtbdav Book. Square 8vO| cloth 
extra, 28. 6a. 

Staunton. — Laws and Practice 

of Chess. With an Analysis of the 
Openings. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Gtedman (E, C), Works by; 

Victorian Poets Thirteenth Edition* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 98. 

The Poets of America. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 9s. 

Sterndale.~-TtieAfgtian Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 88 6d.; post 
8vo, illustratea boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Worlds by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Travels with a Donkey in the 

Cevennes. Seventh Edition. With 

a Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 
An Inland Voyage. Third Edition. 

WithFr gntispiece by W alterCrane. 

Cr. 8vo, buckram extra, gilt top, 6s. each. 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

Third Edition. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. 
The Merry Men. Second Edition. 
Underwoods: Poems. Fourth Edit. 
Memories & Portraits. Second Ed. 
Virginibus Puerlsque, and other 

Papers. Fourth Edition , 

Cr. 8vo, buckram extra, gilt top, 68. each ; 
post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 

New Arabian Nights. Tenth Edition. 
Prince Otto : Sixth Edition. 

Stoddard. — Summer Cruising 

in the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. lUust.by Wallis 
Mackay. Crown 8vq, cl. extra, Ss. 6d. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writinss. Bj Hblbn and Alice Ziii- 
MBRN. Frontispiece, Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 88. 6d. post 8vo, iilust. bds., 28. 

Strangei Manuscript (A) found 

In a Copper Cylinder. With 10 full- 
. page Illustrations by Gilbbrt Gaul. 
Third e4itioo. Qr> 8vo, cL estrs, (to. 



Strange Secrets. Told by 

Percy Fitzgerald, Florence Mar- 
ry at, Jambs Grant, A. Con an Doyle, 
DuTTON Cook, and others. With 8 
Illustrations by Sir John Gilbert, 
William Small, W; J. HennbssYi 
Ac. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c.f 
from the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited 
b y Wm.Hone. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities^ their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo,cl,ex.,78.6d. 

Swift (Dean):— 
Swift's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and 
Facsimiles of the Maps in the Origi- 
nal Edition of " Gulliver's Travels." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
A Monograph on Dean Swift. By 
J. Churton Collins. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 88. [ShoHly. 

Swinburne (Algernon C), 

Works by: 
Selections from the Poetical Works 

of Algernon Charles Swinburne. 

Fcap. 8vo, doth extra, 68. 
Atalanta in Caiydon. Crown 8vo, $8. 
Chasteiard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 78. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Cr. 8vo, 98. Fcap. 8vo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Seconb Series, 

Cr. 8vo, 9a. Fcap. 8vo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 

Crown 8vo, 78. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,l8. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 108.6d. 
Both well: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo,12s.6d. 
George Chapman : An Essay. {See 

Vol. II. of Geo. Chapman's Works.) 

Crown 8vo, 68. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 128. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,68. 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr.8vo,68. 
Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 78. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 88. 
Tristram of Lyonesse, and other 

Poems. Crown Svo. 98. 
A Century of Roundels. Small4to, 88 
A Midsummer Holiday, and othei 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 78. 
Marino Fallero: ATragedy. Cr.8vo,6B. 
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, 68. 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12b. 
Locr I ne : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 68. 
A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. 8yO| 71. 
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Symonda. — Wine, Women, and 

Song: Mediaeval Latin Students' 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addimotom 
Symomds. Small 8vo, parchihent, 6i. 

Syntax's (Or.) Three Tours: 

In Search of the Pictare8qQe,in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
HoTTKN. Med. 8vo, cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Taine's History of English 

Literature. Translated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 30b.— Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 15g. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern Writers. Post Bvo, cl. limp, 2s. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L8.), Works 

by. Crown Svo. cloth ex., 78. 6d. each. 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
Coloured Frontispiece and lOo lllust. 

Our Common British Foeslis. and 
Where to Find Them : A Handbook 
for Student s. With 33 1 Illustrations. 

The Playtime Naturalist. With 366 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cl. ex., 5a. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas: "Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare," " 'Twixt Axe and Crowp »' •• The 
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwrighf tWife," 
••Anne Boleyn," ••Plot and I assion.'» 
One Vol., cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
*«* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
r ately, at Is. eac h. 

Tennyson (Lord) : A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. Bv H. J. Jbnninos. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 

dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepeace 
Thackeray^ depicting Humorous 
Incidents m bis School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Thames.—A New Pictorial His- 

tory of the Thames, from its Source 
Downwards. A Book for all Boating 
Men and for all Lovers of the River. 
With over 300 Illusts. Post Svo, picture 
cover, I s. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by : 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cresslda. | Proud Mulale. 

The Violin-Player. 



Thomas (M.) A Fight for Ufsx 

A Novel. By W. Moy Thouas. Peel 
8vo> illustrated boards, 28. . 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine lUustraf 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo, 
cloth eatra, gilt edges, 78. 6d. 

Thornbury (Wafter),Works by ; 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each. 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walpord, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairrolt, F.SA. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. 

Post Svo. illustrated boards, 2i. each. 

Old Stories Re-told. 

Tales for the Marines. _^ 

Timbs (John), Works by: 

Crown Svo, clotli extra, 78. 6d. each. 

The History of Clubs and Club LIfi 
In London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Cofifee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns.- With many Illusts. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes. Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men of 
Letters, &c. With nearly 50 Illusts . 

Troilope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 8s. Sd. each 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Kept In the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

The La nd- Leaguers. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
JohnCaldigate. | American Senator 

Trollope(FrancesE.),Novelsby 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Mabel's Progress. I Anne Furneea. 

TrolIope(T. A.).— Diamond Cut 

Diamond, and other Stories. By 
T. Adolphls Trollops. Post Svo^ 
illustrated boards , 28^ 

Trowbridge.— Farnell's Folly: 

ANoveL By T. T. Trowbridob. Po8t 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 
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Tupgenieff. -— Stories from 

Foreign Novelists. By Ivan Turgb- 
NXBPP, »nd others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 
88 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated board s, 28. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-). — Mis- 

tpeas Judith: A NoveU By C. C, 
Fraser-Tttlbr. Cr. 8vo, clota extra, 
38. 6d. ; post 8yo, illust. boards, 28. 

Tytler (Sarah), Npvels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each* 

What She Came ThiH>ugh. 

The Bride's Pass. | Noblesse Oblige. 

Saint Mungo's City. | Lady Bell. 

Beauty and the Beast. 

CItoyenne Jacqueline. 

Buried Di amonds. 

Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Disappea red. | TheHugue not Fani I ly 

The Blaokhail Ghosts: A Novel 
Crown 8vo, cl. ex., 88. 6d. 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. BjH.VamLaun. Three 
Vols., demy 8vo, c l. bds., 7s. 6d. each. 

Villarl — A Double Bond. By L. 

ViLLARi. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 18. 

Walford (Ed w., M.A.)«Work8 by : 

The County Families of the United 
KlnAlom(1889). Containing Notices 
of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, 
Education, &c., of more than i2,ooo 
distinguished Heads of Families 
their Heirs Apparent or Presump- 
tive, the OfSces they hold or have 
held, their Town and Country Ad- 
dresses, Clubs, &c. Twenty-ninth 
Annual Edition. Cloth gilt, £08. 

The Shilling Peerage (1889). Con- 
taining an Alphabeticsd List of the 
House of Lords, Dates of Creation, 
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers, 
Addresses, &c. ssmo, cloth. Is. 

The Shilling Baronetage (1889). 
Containing an Alphabetical List oi 
the Baronets of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates of 
Creation, Addresses, &c. 32mo,cl.,l8. 

The Shilling Knightage (1889). Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates of 
Creation, Adaresses,&c. 32mo,cl.,l8. 

The Shilling House of Commons 
(1889). Containing List of all Mem- 
bers of Parliament, their Town and 
Country Addresses, &c. 32mo, cl., Is. 

The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
age, Knightage, and House of 
Commons (1889). In One Volume, 
royal 32 mo, cloth extra, g ilt edges, 68. 

Haunted London. ByWALTERTRORW- 
BURY. Edit, by Edward Walford, 
M.A. lUusts. by P. W. Pairholt, 
F.S,A, Ct. 8vo, olotb titniy 7i, 6d. 



Walton and Cotton's Complete 

Angler; or. The Contemplative Man's 
Recreation; being a Discourse of 
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, 
written by Izaak Walton; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or 
. Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles 
Cotton. With Original Nf emoirs and 
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and 
6i Copperplate Illustrations. Large 
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. 

Selected and edited, with an Intro- 
duction, b^ William M. Rossetti. A 
New Edition, with a Steel Plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, printed on hand- 
made paper and bound in buckram, 6s. 

Wanderer's Library, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By 
Julius Bbbrbohm. Illustrated. 

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 
America. By Frederick Boyle. 

Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

Meppie England in the Olden Time. 
By George Daniel. With Illustra- 
tions by RoBT. Cruikshank. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities* 
By Thomas Frost. 

The Lives of the Cor\|urers. By 
Thomas Frost. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fisn to be found there. By 
James Greenwood. 

The Wilds of London. By Tames 
Greenwood. 

Tunis: The Land and the People. 
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War- 
TEGG. With 22 Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures •f a Cheap 
Jaoic. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindlbv. 

The World Behind the Scenes By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Co£fee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

The Genial Showman: Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By E. P. 
Hingston. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Qenerat ions of Exeoutlonersi 
Memoirs of the Sanson Family (i68ti 
to 1847). Edhed by Henry Sanson, 

Summer Cruising In ths South 
Ssas. Bv C. Warren Stoddard, 
IUttffrat«a ]>f Wai^lis Mackay. 
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Warner ^A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charlbs Dudley Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6l. 

Warrants, &c. :— 

Wai-rant to Execute Ohartea I. An 
.exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
-'^Signatures, and correspondm^ Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, aa in. by 14 in* Price 2i. 
Warrant to Execute Marjr Queen of 
Soots. An exact Facsimile, includ. 
ing the Signature of Queen IShza- 
b^h,and a FacsimUe of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2b. 
Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile 
oT the Original Document m the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 5 feet long by a 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 6s. 
The Roll of Battle Abbey; or. A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over ftom Mormandy with William 
the Conquers, and Settled to this 
Country. A.V. 1066-7. With the 
princtpal Arms emblaaoned m Gold 

and Colours. Pyiceie. , 

Wayfarer, The : Journal of the 
Society of Cyclists. Published at in- 
tervals. Price 11. The Numbers for 
Oct., 1886. Tak., Mat, and Oct., iM/i 
and Feb., iMS, ar e new ready. 

Weather, How to Foretefl the, 

with the PooKet Speotpoecope By 
F. W. CORV, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc., &c With 10 Illustrations. Crown 

8vo. la. ; cloth, la. gd. 

Westropp.— Handbook of Pot- 

tery and Poncelain : or. History ol 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By HoDDER M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List 01 
Marks. Crown avo, cloth limp, is. eo. 

Whist. — HOW to Play 80I0 
Whiat: Its Method and Principles 
Ex»lained, and its Practice Demon- 
strated. With Illustrative Specimen 
Hands in red and black, and a Revised 
and Augmented Code of Laws, of 
Abrahah S. W1LK8 and Charles F. 
P arbow. Crow n 8vo, cloth extr a, 8a. 60. 

Whlstler*8(Mr.) "I en o'clock." 

Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown 
paper. Is. . 

Williams (W. Mattleu, F.K.A.8.), 

Crown 



Worka by: ^^ ^ _ 
Science In Short Chaptert. 

8vo, doth extra, 78. 6d. 
A Simple Treatlae on Heat. Crojrn 

8vo. doth limp, with Illusts., Si. SO. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crowa 

Svo, cloth extra, 6a^ 



Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.y, 

Works by: . « , 

Chaptera on Evolution: A Popular 
History of Darwinian and Alli«l 
Theories of Development 3rd ed. 
Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.,with 259 Illusts., 78. 6d. 

Leavee from a Natural let's Note 
book. Post 8va, cloth limp, 2a. Co. 

Leiaure-Tlme Stud tee, chiefly Bio 
logical. Third Edit., with New Pre- 
face. Cr. 8va, cl. ex., with Illusts., te. 

Stud lea In Life and Sense. With 
numerous Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 68* 

Common Accldenta, and How to 
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wiiy- 
SON and others. With numerous II- 
lusts. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl. limp, Is. 6d. 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by : 

Post BvQ, iUnatrated b<uurd8, 28. each. 
C»valry Lite, j Regimental Legende. 

Witch, Warlock»and Magician : 

A Popular History of Magic and Witch- 
craft in Englana and Scotland. By 
,W. H. DAVWiPoaiABAMa. DemySvo, 
cloth extra, 128. • 

Women of the Day: A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By PKAMCPI HaTa. Crown 
SvOy cJoth extra, it. 

Wood.— 8abina: A Novel. By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illnst. bdg., 2«. 

Wood(H.F.),Oetectrye Stories; 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. 

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 68.; post SvOs 

illustrated boards, 28. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

Crown 8vo, cloth §x tra, 6s. 

Woolley.^-^achel Armstrong; 
or. Love and Theology. By Cblxa 
Parker Woollett. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. ; cloth, 28. 6d. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-ot-the-Way Matters. By Eliezbk 
EDWARoa. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cL ex.,78.6d. ; half-bound, 98. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. each« 
Caricature HIatory of the Georgee. 

She Houae of Hanover.) With 400 
ctures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. 
HIatory of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In' Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F.W. pAiR«OLtir.S.A, 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. Meht 
Land at Last. | The Forlorn Hope^ 
Castaway. 
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NEW NOVELS AT 

The Berr of St. Pfiul'e. By Walter 

Besant. Three Vols. [Shotily. 

Blind Love. By WiLUS Collins. 

Three Vols. [Shortly. 

An Ocean Ti^agedy. By W. Clark 

RussBLL. Three Vols. [ShorUy. 

Passion's Slave. By Richaud Ajshb 

King. Three Vols. IShortiy. 

Without Love oi» Licence. By Hawlby 

Smart. Three Vols. iShcrtly, 

The Romance of Jenny Harlowe, &c. 

By VY. Clark Russbll. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 
Paul Jones's Alias. &c. By D. Christie 

Murray and Henry Herman. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 68. [Shortly. 



ALL LIBRARIES. 

Strange Secrete. Told by Percy Fitz- 
gerald, &c. With 8 IlhistratioQS. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Doctor Rameau. By Georges Ohnet. 
Nme Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

A Last Love. By Georges Ohnbt. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Children of To-morrow. By William 
Sharp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

NIkanor. From the French of Henry 
Grbvillb. With Eight Illastratioos. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

A Noble Woman. By Henry Grbvillb. 
Translated by A. Vandam. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. [Shortly. 

Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. By 
Hugh MacColl. Cr.8vo,cl. extra, 58. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 
Popular Stories by the Best Anfhors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, oloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF "JOHN 
HERRING.** 
Red Spider. I Eve. 

BY GRANT ALLEN, 
Phllletla. 
The Devirs Die. 
The Tents of Shem. 
BY WALTER BESANT & J. RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
My Little Qirl. 
The Case of Mr. Luoraft 
This Son of Vuloan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Qolden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monke of Thetema. 
'Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
-The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jaok. 
Children of Qlbeon. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 
Herp Paulus. 
For Faith and Freedom. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Swoi*d. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 

Annan Water. I The New Abelard 
Matt. I Foxglove Manor. 

The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 

' BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemetep. 
BY MRS, H, LOVSTT CAMERON. 
gullet* • Quardlan. | Decelvert Ever* 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. ) Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Blacksmith and Scholar* 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS, 

the 



The Law and 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebei'sDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
" I Say No." 
Little Novels. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of 

Cain. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deepi. 

BY BUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUPET. 
The Evangelist; or. Port Salvation 

BY JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. 
Circe's Lovers. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS, 
Felicia. 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
Archie Loveii. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen. 
One by One. | King or Knave P 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE, 
Panmjpang Harl. 
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Piccadilly Novblb, cofi^ifMMi— 

BY EDWARD GARRETT, 
The Capei Qiri8< 

BY CHARLES GIBBON, 
Robin Gray. 

What will the WoHd SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
The Flower of the FoPMt. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft 
Of High Degree. 
Loving a Dream. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

El I ice Quentln. 
Sebastian Strome. 
Dust. 

Fortune's Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 
David Polndexter's Dlsappearanott 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

BY SIR A. HELPS, 
Ivan de BIron. 

BY ISAAC HENDERSON, 
Agatha Page. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT, 

Thorn Icroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condem ned. 
That other Person. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY R, ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green." 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Number Seventeen. 

BY E, LYNN LINTON, 
Patricia Kembali. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which LordP 
"My Love I" 
lone. 
Paston Carew* 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyoe. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Miss Misanthrope. 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. 
Camlola. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL, 
Quaker Cousins. 



Piccadilly Novbls emUinuedr- 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT, 
Open ! Sesame I 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of Flr«. 
VaT Stpangs. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 

•Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular. 

Cynio Fortune. 

The Way of the World. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT, 
Whiteladies. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Under Two Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil Castie- 

maine's Gage. 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folie Farina 
ADog of Flanders 
Pcucarel. 



TwoLlttleWooden 

Shoes. 
In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 
Friendshlpi. 
Moths. 
PIplstrella 
A Village Com- 
mune. 
Bimbl. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 
In Maremma 
Othmar. 
■ Guilderoy. 



SIgna. 
Princess Naprax 

Ine. _. 

BY MARGARET A. PAUL 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing- 

berd. 
Walter's Word. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted 
By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
A Confidential 

Agent. 
From Exile. 



A Grape 
Thorn. 
Some Private 

Vle«vs. 
TheCanon'sWapd. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
Talk of the Town. 
In Peril and Pri- 
vation. 
Holiday Tasks. 
The Mystery of 
MIrbrldge. 
BY E. C. PRICE, 
Valentine. | The Forelgnopo. 

Mrs. LanccMter's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS, 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 
Hard Cash. | Peg Wofflngton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. | Foul Play. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Ms Longi 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 
Put Youreeif In His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation 
The Wandering Heir. I ASImpletoiii 
A Woman-Hater. Readiana. 

Singleheart and Doublefooe. 
The Jilt. 

Good Storlot of Men and otiMP 
Animals. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued-^ 

BY MRS. J, H. RIDDELL. 
Hep Mother's Darilne. 
Pplnoe of Wales's Qarden-Party. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. W, ROBINSON, 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS, 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Quy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
The Lion in the Path. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Roclc. | Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 

BY T, W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malsle. | Cresslda. 
The VIolln-Player. 



Piccadilly Novels, continued-^ 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. 
Frau Frohmann. I Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguere. 

BY FRANCES E, TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. I Mabel's PregresSi 

BY IVAN TURGBNIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

BY SARAH TYTLER, 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. | Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Noblesse Oblige. 
CItoyenne Jacqueline. 
Lady Bell. | Buried Diamonds. 

The Biackhall Ghosts. 

BY C.C. FRASER'TYTLER, 
Mistress Judith. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 



B Y THE A UTHOR OF " MEHA LAH." 
Red Spider. 

BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON aIdA. 
CappofCarrlyon. 1 Confldenoee. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow P 
Valerie's Fate. 

BY GRANT ALLEN. 
Strange Stories. 
Phlllstla. 
Babylon. 
In all Shades. 
The Beckoning Hand* 
For Maimle's Sake. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP, 
Grant ley Grange. 

BY WALTER BESANT & J. RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy.' 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. | My Little Girl. 
The Case at Mr. Lucraft. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Ceiia's Arbour 
Tne Monks of Thelema. 
'Twae In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
Children of Glbeon. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 



BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notee. | Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man's Land. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Callfornlan Storlee. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
MariUa. | A Phyllis of the Sierras* 
A Waif of the Plains. 

BY HAROLD BRYDGES. 
Uncle Sam at Heme. 

BY ROBERT 
The Shadow of 



the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The Master of the 



BUCHANAN. 
The Martyrdom 

of Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. 

TheHelrofLlnne 
Mine. 



BY HALL CAINS. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. i The Deemster. 

BY COMMANDER CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the " Black Prince." 
BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON 
Deceivers Ever. ] Juliet's Guardian. 

BY M ACL A REN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Dead Secret. 

Queen of Hearts. 



My MIscellanlee. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife 
Poor MIse Finoh. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Crbap Populak Novels, continued— 
WiLKiB GoLLUfS, continued. 



Miss 01* lyii^*^ 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 



The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel 'sDaughtep 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
"I Say No." 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 



fBY MORTIMER COLLINS. 



Swetet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 



From Midn4ghttO 
Midnight. 



A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS, 

Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

The Village Comedy. 

You Play me False. 

BY M. J. COLQUHOUN, 
Every Inch a Soldier. 

BY M ON CURE D. CONWAY, 
Pine and Palm. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. I Paul Foster^s Daughter* 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLBS. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE. 
% Castle In Spain 

BY J. LEITH DERWBNT. 

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 



Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas NIckieby 



Sketches by Boz. 
Pickwick Papers. 

BY DICK DONOVAN, 
The Man-Hunter. 
Caught at Last 1 

BY MRS. ANNIE BDWARDBS, 

Point of Honour. | Archie Loveli. 

BY M. BBTHAM'EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 
BY EDWARD BGGLBSTON, 

^*^^^BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna.. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tiilotson. 
Polly. I Fatal Zero. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUB, 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. -^ I Queen CophetUA. 

One by One. ' I A Real Queen. 

BY HAROLD FREDERIC, 
Seth's Brother's Wife. 

BY MAIN FRISWBLL, 
One of Two. 

BY EDWARD OARRBTT, 
The CapA Girle. 



Cheap Popular N oykls, eonimued^ 
BY CHARLES GIBBON,- 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pasturee Green 
Queen of the Me** 

dow. 
A Heart's Problem 
The Dead Heart. 
BY WILLIAM 



In Honour Bound 
The Flower of the 

Forest. 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 

GILBERT, 



Dp Austin's Guests. | James Duk% 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 

BY JOHN HAMBERTON. 
Brueton's Bayou. | Country Luck. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
EveryDay Papers* 

BY LADY DUFFDS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

HA WTHORNE. 



BY JULIAN 
Garth. 

ElllceQuentln. 
f-ortune's Fool. 
MissCadogna. 



Sebastian Strome 

Dust. 

Beatrix Randolph. 

Love — or a Name* 



David Polndexter's Dlsctppea^^nce. 

BYSIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY, 
The Lover's Creed. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER, 
The House of Raby. 

BY TIGHE HOPKINS. 
Twlxt Love and Duty. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. | That other ^pson 

BY JEAN INGBLOW, 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Con naught. 

BY MARK KERSHA W, 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 
BY R, ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
"The Wearing of the Green." 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY, 
Oakshott Castle 

BY JOHN LEYS. 
The Lindsays. 

BY MARY LINSKILL, 
In Exchange for a Soul. 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
The Atonement of Leam DundM* 
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Cbbap Populak Novels, eonttmud-^ 

E. Lynn Linton, continued-^ 
The WolMd Well Lost. 
Under which LopdP | Paston Cai*ew. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love." | loneT 

BY HENRY W, LUCY, 
Gideon Fleyce. 

BY JUSTIN McCarthy. 



MIssMlsanthropa 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a 

Season. 
Maid of Athent. 
Camlola, 



Dear LadyDlsdaln 
The Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My Enemy's 
Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Roehford. i 

BY MRS, MACDONBLL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOW. 
The Evil Eye. I Lost Rose. 

BY W, H. MALLOCK, 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 



Fighting the Aln 
Written In Fire. 



Open! Sesame* 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY J, MASTERMANt 
Malf-a-dozen Daughters. 

BY BRANDER MATTHEWS, 
A Secret of the Sea. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. DorliHon. 

BY MRS. MOLESWORTH, 
Hathercourt Rectory. 

BY 7. E. MUDDOCK. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 
BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



ALIfe'sAtonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
By the Gate of the 
Val Strange [See. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 



Hearta 

Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human 
Nature. 

First Person Sin- 
gular. 

Cynic Fortune. 



BY ALICE 0*HANLON. 
The Unforeseen. ( Chance P or Fate P 

BY MRS, OLIFHANT, 
Whiteladies. | The Primrose Path« 
The Greatest Heiress In England. 
BY MRS, ROBERT O'REILLY, 
PhoBbe'a Fortunes. 

BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strath more. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. ^ 

Cecil Castle- ^ 

maine's Gage. 
Trlcotrhi. | Puck. 
Folle Ferine. 
A Dogi^Bf Flanders. 
PascareL 
SIgna. rine. 

Pnnoese Naprax- 
In a Winter City. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoee. 

Ariadne. 

Frlendehlp. 

Moths. 

PIpistrelle. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

BImbr. I Wanda. 

Fresooea 

In Maremma. 

Othmar. 

Wfsdomi Wit, and 
Pathos. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued^ 
BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL, 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN, 
Lost Sir Mcusing- Marine Residence. 



Married Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but 

Won. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon's Year. 
A Confidential 

Agent. 
Some Private 

Views. 
From Exile. 
A Grape from a 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit : A Memory. 

The Canon's Ward 
Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
Glow-worm Tales 



herd. 

APerfectTreasure 

Bent I nek's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

Clyfnards of Clyfto 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

HumorousStories 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest. 

£200 Reward. 

Like Father, Like 
Son. 

BY c: L, PIRKIS. 

Lady Lovelace. 

BY EDGAR A, POE, 

The Mystery of Marie Roget. 
BY E.C, PRICE. 

Valentine. | The Foreigners 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

Gerald. 

BY CHARLES READS, 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Cash. | Peg Wofflngton 

Christie Johnstone. 

Grimth Gaunt. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

Foul Play. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 

Autobiography of a Thief. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. 

A Simpleton. | A WomanHater. 

Readiane. | The Jilt. 

SIngleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Storlee of Men and othee 
Animals. 

BY MRS, J, H. RIDDELL, 

Her Mother's Darling. 

Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 

\yeird Stories. | Fairy Water. 

The Unrnhablted Houee. 

The Mystery In Palace Gardena, 
BY F. W, ROBINSON, 

Women are Strange. 
The Hande of «luetio«i 
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Chbaf Popux^k Novels, continued-^ 

BY JAMES RUNCIMAN, 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart. 
Sohoole and Scholars. 

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL 
Round the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape* 
A Book for the Hammock. 

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

By JOHN SA UNDBRS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. | Two Dreamers. 
The Lion In the Path. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan Merry weather | The High Mills. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
.Heart Salvage. | Sebastian. 

BY GEORGE R. SIMS, 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
The Ring o' Bells.) Mary Jane Married. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Tales of To-day. 

BY ARTHUR SKBTCBLS7, 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T, W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
The Golden Hoop. | By Devious Ways. 

BY R.A. STERN DALE, 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R, LOUIS STEVENSON. 
New Arabian Nights. | prince Otto. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
Cresslda. | Proud Malsle. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS, 
A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 
Old Stories Re-toid. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPS, 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPS. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land-Leaguers.! John Caldlgate 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPS, 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. | Mabel's Progress. 

BY J, T. TROWBRIDGE, 
Famell's Folly. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 



Chsap Popular Novsls, cotainuti*^ 
BY MARK TWAIN. 
Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 
Huckleberry Finn. [of Europe. 

Life on the Mississippi. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 

BY C. C. FRASER'TYTLER, 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass, i Burled Diamonds* 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Beauty and the Beast. 
Lady Bell. \ Noblesse Oblige. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline | Disappeared. 
The Huguenot Family. 

BY J. S. WINTER, 
Cavalry Life. | IRegi mental Legends. 

BY H, F, WOOD, 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
BY LADY WOOD, 
Sablna. 

BY CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY, 
Itaohel Armstrong; or,Love&Theolog7. 
BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope^ | Land at Xast. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Why Paul Ferroli Kilted his Wife. 

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Brxt 

Hartb. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Brxt Hartb. 
A Day's Tour. By Pbrcy FitzoERALD. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's. Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorns. 
A Romance of the Queen's Houndsi 

By Charlbs James. 
Trooping with Crows. By C.L. Pirkis 
The Professor's Wife. By L. Graham. 
A Double Bond. By Linda Villari. 
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By 

Tom Jbrrold. 
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Prblps. 
Old Maid's Paradise. By £. S. Phelps. 
Burglars in Paradise. By £. S. Phelps. 
Jack the Fisherman. By £. S. Phelps. 
Our Sensation Novel, edited by Jusiin 

H. McCartht, M.P. 
Dolly. By Justin H.McCartjiy, M.P. 
Lily LcMS. By Justin H. McCarthv, 

M.P. 
That Girl In Black. By Mrs. Moles- 
worth. 
Was She Good or Bad P By W. Minto. 
Bl ble Charaotere. By Chas. Rbadc. 
Rogues. By R. H. Shsrard. 
Ths Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Siiis. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sims* 
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